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2.

INT. BARNETT HOME - MORNING
We hear the bass line of The Dead Kennedy’s “Halloween”
start. ALEX BARNETT, 16, throws the blanket off his bed and
stumbles into the bathroom. Seconds later, he emerges clean
and fully dressed in jeans, a dark hoodie and sneakers as the
CREDITS begin. His ipod is attached to his ears. We follow
him downstairs where he sits at the kitchen table to be
served waffles by his doting mother, HANNAH BARNETT, 36, a
slight woman with pressed clothes and strong Southern accent,
kisses him on the top of the head.
INT. CASSAWAY HOME - MORNING
BETH CASSAWAY, 16, sticks her head out from under the
blankets at the foot of the bed. She quickly pulls her hair
into a messy ponytail, puts on some old jeans and ratty
Converse sneakers and a button-up shirt with a tiny tie
loosely around her neck. She grabs a disheveled bookbag as
she puts on her ipod and goes through a hallway and past her
father, HENRY CASSAWAY, 41. She gives him a slight wave as
she runs out the door to catch the awaiting bus.
INT. HANNAH’S CAR - MOMENTS LATER
Only the musical version of the song can be heard now. HANNAH
is driving.
HANNAH
What are you going to do in school
today honey?
ALEX
Draw and read. Read and draw. Pass
a few tests. Be irritated a million
times.
HANNAH
Ooh! What are you reading?
ALEX
“Complete Psychology”
HANNAH
Neat. Who’s the author?
ALEX
Mom, it’s a textbook.
HANNAH
Oh. Well, that’s good. But isn’t it
heavy? Where’d you get it?
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ALEX
(amused)
Amazon.
ALEX puts his ipod back in his ears, as he does, the vocals
from the song begin to play again. He starts singing.
ALEX (CONT’D)
Why don’t you take your social
regulations...
INT. SCHOOL BUS
BETH is putting on eyeliner. She sits alone, singing the same
song. We can still hear the vocals.
BETH
And shove them...
Jump cuts between BETH and ALEX.
Up...
Your...
Ass!
Alexander!

ALEX
BETH
ALEX
HANNAH

ALEX
(pulls out one earbud)
Oh, sorry Mom.
Music ends. BETH finishes her makeup. Sits back in her seat
for a beat, gets restless, pulls out her camera and begins
walking around taking pictures. She can’t hear the bus
driver’s shouts for her to sit down or the kids on the bus
complaining about her shutterbugging, except for BRITTANY who
models for a few of her shots. Then she goes around from
seat to seat showing off the funny ones. She sits near
BRITTANY, ASHLEY, and JESSICA.
BETH
Ash, you’ll really like this one.
ASHLEY
OMG, Jess’ca! You look like really
fat in that picture! Look at that
bra flap! Ha!
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JESSICA
Let’s see the next one, Beth.
(beat) Um, yeah and your nose is
how big in this one?
ASHLEY is visibly sensitive about her nose.
BRITTANY
I want to see one of me! I want to
see one of me!
BETH
Um, Brittany, none of yours are
funny. You like, posed for all of
them.
Jump cuts of BRITTANY’s model-esque photos. She blows a kiss
in one, plays with her hair in another...
BRITTANY
Yeah, OK, so let me see some of the
others.
The three girls giggle and make fun of random people on the
bus. BETH gets up, moving on, but BRITTANY stops her as she
passes and makes a “come here” motion with her finger.
BRITTANY (CONT’D)
Beth! Psst! Beth. Um, do you think
you could email me those pictures?
BETH
Um, sure. What’s...
BRITTANY
It’s brittbabybritt@gmail.com!

OK.

BETH
(amused)

BETH sits back in her seat as the bus pulls in front of the
school. She exits the bus, giving the bus driver two pointer
fingers and making a clicking sound with her mouth, which
evokes giggles from the girls behind her.
CUT TO:
INT. HANNAH’S CAR
ALEX doesn’t fight another kiss from his mother and leaves
her car.
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As he shuts the door and we follow him inside West Lake High
School, the title “Wildly Unpopular and Totally
Inappropriate” appears on his bookbag. He settles into Ms.
LAUDER’s English class, removes his ipod and begins writing
in a tattered notebook.
INT. LAUDER’S CLASSROOM - MORNING
LAUDER
Alex (beat). Alex...
Alex is concentrating on writing something in his notebook,
but the teacher finally gets his attention.
LAUDER (CONT’D)
Here you go Alex, another perfect
test score, as usual. Very thorough
answers. What are we writing today?
Another poem? Short story?
ALEX
Actually it’s just a journal entry.
LAUDER
Ah, well keep it up. Journaling is
an important part of every good
writer’s day. But you’ll have to
put it away soon.
(leans down and whispers)
We’re having a vocabulary pop quiz.
ALEX
(leans toward her and
whispers, smiling)
OK, thanks.
Ms. LAUDER returns to her desk as the morning announcements
come on, voiced by GARY DORLAN, middle-aged, pot-bellied,
serious educator. ALEX closes his notebook and takes out some
vocabulary flash cards and begins studying.
DORLAN (O.C.)
Good morning students! Welcome to
another great day at West Lake High
School! Home of the Soaring Eagles!
Groans from ALEX’s class.
DORLAN (CONT’D)
Remember everyone, we have a pep
rally next Thursday! Start making
your WLHS spirit gear now!
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More groans and snickers from the classroom.
CLASSROOM
(different students utter
responses to DORLAN)
Spirit gear? Come on! What even is
that?
CUT TO:
INT. SCAMBARDI’S CLASSROOM - MORNING
BRITTANY
Woo hoo! PEP RALLY! Yeah! Go West
Lake!
JESSICA
Shut up, Britt.
BETH is covertly showing pictures on a digital camera to the
typical popular-girl-high-school-clique, JESSICA, ASHLEY, and
BRITTANY. LORI ANNE SCAMBARDI, a clueless 46-year-old math
teacher, is writing problems on the overhead projector.
DORLAN (O.C.)
So, for today’s lunch menu we have
fish sticks or meatloaf with pear
salad, corn, and rolls.
Gag.

JESSICA

ASHLEY
Wait until later, Jess’ca.
BRITTANY giggles. ASHLEY turns her attention back to the
camera.
ASHLEY (CONT’D)
OMG, what were they thinking making
out in the library? Why didn’t you
show these to us earlier?
BETH
That moldy old book smell is an
absolute turn-on. I almost couldn’t
hold the camera still.

Eww.

ASHLEY
(snickers)
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JESSICA
James Hamilton totally has a
girlfriend.
BRITTANY
So what are you going to do with
it? Show it to his girlfriend?
BETH
I don’t know. This isn’t all, the
best one is yet to come...
BETH clicks the camera to the next picture, evoking
uncontrollable laughter from JESSICA, ASHLEY, and BRITTANY.
SCAMBARDI
Miss Cassaway! Would you kindly
show me what’s making your
classmates so disruptive?
DORLAN (O.C.)
So that’ll do it for the
announcements this morning. Study
hard Soaring Eagles!
BETH
(during DORLAN’s last
statement)
Oh, Scambardi, I would, but it
would blow your nun-addled mind.
More laughter, this time from more classmates.
Pardon me?

SCAMBARDI

BETH slips the camera into her bookbag.
BETH
Nevermind. You wouldn’t get it.
SCAMBARDI
Elizabeth, you will release to me
whatever material you were using to
distract my class.
BETH
(scowls)
It’s Beth.
SCAMBARDI
I’ll call you whatever I need to
get your attention. Give it up or
I’ll put you out of here.
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BETH
Somebody put out in the library.
Laughter erupts from JESSICA, ASHLEY, and BRITTANY.
SCAMBARDI
Quiet! Girls please! Elizabeth, you
are on very thin ice.
BETH
Let me ask you something Lori
Anne...
SCAMBARDI
You will not call me by my first
name. Ms. Scambardi or nothing
else!
BETH
OK, Scambardi, do you know what a
phallus is?
More laughter. SCAMBARDI looks baffled.
BETH (CONT’D)
Holy crap you really don’t know!
Well, that’s what we were laughing
at, a phallus. I guess you wouldn’t
know about that, being a middleaged unmarried Catholic and all...
SCAMBARDI has had enough. She slams open her desk drawer,
removes a pad of write-up slips and angrily fills one out.
SCAMBARDI
Take this and get out!
BETH
C’mon, Lori Ann, we have so much to
talk about. I’m sorry, I’ll clue
you in.
SCAMBARDI
Too late. Out! NOW!
BETH packs her things and grabs the slip from SCAMBARDI.
BETH
This isn’t over, Scambo. You need a
serious biology lesson.
LEAVE!

SCAMBARDI
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SCAMBARDI turns to the class and begins talking as BETH picks
up a piece of chalk and creates a crude drawing of a penis on
the chalkboard. She writes “PHALLUS” beneath the drawing.
SCAMBARDI (CONT’D)
If I hear anymore nonsense this
morning I’ll write you all up!
Who’s next? I’m tired of this
ridiculous behavior!
BETH finishes her drawing and slips out of the classroom.
When she is walking down the hall, we hear SCAMBARDI finish
her tirade, and the entire class disregards her warning and
laughs harder than ever as she discovers the drawing. BETH
smirks as she rips apart the write-up slip.
CUT TO:
INT. LAUDER’S CLASSROOM
ALEX finishes his vocabulary quiz and takes out his notebook.
CHRIS JOHNSON, a jock who sits behind him, begins bothering
him.
CHRIS
Psst. Hey, man, you’re finished
already?
ALEX nods, but continues paying more attention to his
notebook than CHRIS.
CHRIS (CONT’D)
So, uh, what the hell does
“verisimilitude” mean? I’m having
trouble with this matching section.
ALEX does not respond.
CHRIS (CONT’D)
C’mon dude. I have to bring up my
English grade or coach won’t let me
play next weekend.
Still no response from ALEX.
CHRIS (CONT’D)
All right asshole. Are you going to
tell me the answer or not?
(MORE)
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CHRIS (CONT’D)
Knock once on your desk for
“something, as an assertion, having
merely the appearance of truth.”
Knock twice for “a change or
variation occurring in the course
of something.”

ALEX begins knocking on his desk continuously. CHRIS slams
his fist on his desk.
Damn it!

CHRIS (CONT’D)

LAUDER
Chris! What’s with the outburst?
The bell rings. Students get up to leave.
LAUDER (CONT’D)
OK, everybody, turn in your quizzes
and don’t forget to read the rest
of “To Kill A Mockingbird” by
Friday!
ALEX closes his notebook and places his quiz on LAUDER’s
desk. He makes his way to the door. Barely in the crowded
hallway, he is yanked backward by his bookbag.
CHRIS
I don’t know what your problem is,
man, but you’re a real prick.
You’ll regret getting on my bad
side.
ALEX pulls away from CHRIS, not showing his intimidation. We
follow ALEX down the hall. Hands in his pockets, ipod in his
ears, hood up, head down, he doesn’t care to notice any of
those around him. And no one seems to notice him.
ALEX passes a door marked “DRAMA” the camera stops following
ALEX and goes into the drama room after some students come
out. Inside is another door. Once everyone leaves the room,
BETH pokes her head out of the costume closet. She’s wearing
a cowboy hat, an 18th century-esque powered wig, and an offshoulder sequined blouse. She pulls off the extra garments
and we follow her to the next class. She takes pictures,
talks to practically everyone, and doesn’t notice the faces
they make once they’ve passed her.
INT. COACH PARNAM’S HEALTH CLASS - MIDDAY
COACH PARNAM, nearing 50 with a thick neck and muscular arms,
does push-ups against the wall as his students enter.
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COACH
48, 49, 50!
The bell rings, and BETH walks through the door.
COACH (CONT’D)
Welcome Cassaway! Glad you could
join us!
BETH
(mocking a football
player’s voice)
Uh...well I’m sorry there, Coach.
You know I’m uh...I’m a little
slow.
Everyone in a lettered jacket in the room bristles. COACH
shakes his head.
COACH
Sit down, Cassaway.
Yes sir!

BETH

BETH sits in the only available seat: the one in the middle
of the first row. COACH steps in front of her and begins a
lecture on the difference between stimulants and depressants.
COACH
How many of you can name one
depressant and one stimulant?
STUDENT 1
Alcohol and nicotine.
BETH
Mmm,mmm. My favorite combination!
Laughter from the class. COACH is annoyed.
COACH
Cassaway, another outburst from you
and you’re outta here! But since
you want so earnestly to speak,
answer my question.
BETH
Earnestly? Good word, Coach.
COACH
Uh, thank you. (begins shouting and
gets in her face) Now!
(MORE)
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COACH (CONT'D)
One depressant and one stimulant!
Go! Go! GO!

BETH
Ah! Uh...shit...
COACH
Watch your mouth young lady! I want
an answer! Now! Now! Now!
BETH
Jesus! OK! Alright...uh, cocaine
and weed?
COACH
(loudly)
Cocaine and weed! Good answer
Cassaway! Good answer!
BETH sits back in her chair relieved. COACH takes his focus
off her and continues his lecture, but his words fade as she
relaxes and begins to doodle. We pass each desk behind her,
until we see ALEX in the very back; he has an amused smirk on
his face.
The smirk is washed away when JAMES, beside him, clears his
throat for a prolonged loogie-making session with nasty sound
effects. He’s unsettled by his proximity to CHRIS and his
buddy JAMES.
CHRIS
(to JAMES)
Hey, dude, that’s the piece of shit
from English I was telling you
about.
JAMES
Is that right? That guy? He just
needs it explained to him.
JAMES slides a little closer to ALEX and places his hand on
the large textbook he’s reading.
JAMES (CONT’D)
Hey, man, excuse me. My friend over
here says that you’re a piece of
shit. Is that correct?
ALEX doesn’t respond.
JAMES (CONT’D)
It’s a real piece of shit thing to
do not to answer someone.
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ALEX
Go tell your friend this piece of
shit thinks he needs to study some
goddamn vocabulary.
JAMES
OK, man, look. I’m going to let
that one go. You just don’t
understand how it works.
JAMES scoots his desk further across the aisle toward ALEX,
making an awful scraping noise. COACH clears his throat and
nods at JAMES, but goes back to his lecture.
JAMES (CONT’D)
You see, how it works is this: you
do the studying and we’ll do the
sports, the girls, the full rides
to a school of our choice where
we’ll do the sports and the girls,
and punk-ass nerds like you do the
studying. Understand how it works?
ALEX rolls his eyes, takes out his ipod and puts the
earpieces in, which JAMES promptly rips out. ALEX closes the
book on JAMES’ hand. JAMES pulls back and jumps up from his
seat.
JAMES (CONT’D)
OW! SHIT! That fucking hurt you
little fuck!
CHRIS
Dude! You piece of shit, I’ll kill
you!
CHRIS lunges across JAMES’ desk at ALEX. COACH again clears
his throat and nods at CHRIS and JAMES, who angrily pushes
his seat back to its original position and sits. CHRIS also
returns to his desk.
COACH
Barnett! Kindly relinquish that
music-listening device!
BETH looks up from her doodles, suddenly paying attention.
BETH
Relinquish? Good word, Coach.
COACH
Keep your mouth shut, Cassway.
BARNETT!
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What?

ALEX

COACH
Don’t get smart with me, Barnett.
Bring me that damned ipod!
ALEX slowly stands and makes his way down the aisle to give
his ipod to COACH. As he passes BETH in the first row, she
looks like she’s seeing him for the first time.
COACH (CONT’D)
Thank you sir! You’ll do well to
listen to this lecture and not all
that hip-hop-don’t-stop anyway. You
look like you know a thing or two
about depressant abuse.
A few giggles from the class. ALEX has returned to his desk.
He turns around with a look on his face like he can’t believe
what he’s just heard. He twists his mouth as if to respond,
but instead he sits down. JAMES and CHRIS snicker. BETH
raises her hand.
COACH (CONT’D)
What is it Cassaway?
BETH
Can we talk about the differences
between stimulants and steroids?
You look like you know a thing or
two about steroid abuse.
COACH
I’m finished dealing with you
today! I want 20 pushups!
BETH
Seriously? Can I do the girl kind?
COACH
Uh, yes! Yes! Just do them. Now!
BETH
OK, but you realize this is a gross
misuse of class time. What will all
these young minds be learning as I
do 20 pushups?
COACH
They’ll be learning not to talk so
much! 30 push ups now!
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As BETH goes through with her sentence, we focus again on
ALEX, who has been drawing in his notebook. We see that the
drawing is a pretty good caricature of CHRIS and JAMES in
what they would consider an embarrassing sexual position. We
get closer and closer to the tip of his Sharpie.
INT. ART CLASSROOM - LATER
We’re close to the tip of ALEX’s paintbrush now. We pull back
and he’s in art class. He check’s his watch, packs his things
and waves to the art teacher, who smiles and waves back. Time
speeds up as we follow him through many doors, down some
steps, into a remote part of the school. Walks through a door
marked “WOMEN.”
INT. WOMEN’S RESTROOM
BETH sits on one sink with her feet on another sink. The
bathroom is old, used for decades, with ugly yellow tiles and
a broken stall door. She’s got her arms wrapped around her
knees with her face buried, in her opposite hand is a lit
joint. When ALEX walks in, she’s startles and one of her legs
slips off the sink.
BETH
What the fuck? Oh, hey you scared
me.
BETH straightens herself back into position, wipes her eyes
and nose with her sleeve, takes a puff, and shrugs at ALEX,
who hasn’t said anything.
BETH (CONT’D)
What? Hey look if you’re going to
run off and tell someone go ahead.
I know the quickest way outta here.
ALEX
I’m not going to tell anyone.
BETH
(puffs again)
Oh, OK then. You want a hit?
ALEX
No thanks. History test later.
BETH
Ah. So what are you doing in here?
I didn’t think anybody else knew
about this place.
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ALEX
Oh I found it last year wandering
around during art class. I’ve been
using it as my locker. My actual
locker is on the crowded-ass
impassable north hall.
BETH laughs a little.
BETH
I found it last year too. I’ve been
using it as...somewhere without
anybody else.
ALEX
Yeah, sorry I ruined that for you.
BETH
Sounds like I ruined it for you,
too. Don’t like crowds?
ALEX
No, uh, not really.
BETH
You’re in the wrong high school
then, kid.
BETH takes a final puff of her joint and smashes it in the
sink. She rinses the remnants down the sink and hops down,
extending her hand to ALEX.
I’m Beth.

BETH (CONT’D)

ALEX
Alex. We have health together.
BETH
Do we? (beat) Oh yeah! Did you get
your ipod back? I swear I’ve never
seen you in that class before.
ALEX
I got it back. Yeah, I try to
remain pretty unseen around here.
BETH
Hmm...the invisible crowd-eschewing
guy. Nice identity. I bet you write
a lot too, huh?
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ALEX
Identity? Wait, yeah I write. How
did you know?
BETH
You just look like one of those
tortured souls. By identity I meant
high school identity. You know, you
can be a popular cheerleader-type
girl, the jock, the Goth, the nerd,
the redneck, et cetera et cetera.
ALEX
So I’m the invisible crowdeschewing guy?
BETH
You’re the loner artist. Some
people find that sexy.
ALEX
Some find it a target. What’s your
high school identity?
BETH
I’m the funny girl.
ALEX
What’s so funny about you?
BETH
You know, like, the class clown. I
smart talk the teachers, make fun
of people, pull pranks, take random
pictures that usually turn out
amusing, but I’m pretty much
friends with everybody so, you
know, it’s cool. They laugh with
me.
ALEX
How’s that working out for you?
BETH
I like it actually. So Alex, are
you a virgin?
ALEX
Wow. That’s totally inappropriate.
BETH
And you’re wildly unpopular, but I
won’t hold it against you.
(MORE)
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BETH (CONT'D)
“Inappropriate” is definitely a
word I would use to describe
myself. But totally inappropriate?
C’mon Alex.

ALEX
(perplexed)
Well what the hell does “wildly
unpopular” even mean? How can
unpopularity be wild?
BETH
Are you denying your wild
unpopularity or your virginity?
ALEX
No. Nevermind.
There’s an awkward pause in the conversation. BETH pulls a
scrap of paint off the wall. ALEX shuffles then breaks the
silence.
ALEX (CONT’D)
It was pretty funny what you said
to coach today.
BETH
Huh, yeah, he’s fun to fuck with.
Keeps my upper body in shape too.
(beat) So, where’s your locker in
here?
ALEX
Why should I show you my locker?
BETH
Look, this is joint-custody real
estate now. We both have a reason
to be here from time to time. You
don’t tell anybody what I do in
here and I won’t tell anybody about
your locker.
ALEX
Yeah, because I’m not showing you
where it is.
BETH
Alex, it’s a trust issue. A secret
for a secret. You know I smoke pot
in here. If I don’t know where your
locker is, I can’t trust you.
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ALEX
Fine. Secret for a secret or
whatever.
BETH
Yay! Thanks my friend!
ALEX
Oh we’re friends now?
BETH
Sure. Friends trust each other.
BETH follows ALEX into the stall next to the back wall. He
pulls a cinder block from the wall and gets out his history
book. He places his notebook and “Complete Psychology” in the
locker.
BETH (CONT’D)
Oh cool! Do you think there’s
another one?
ALEX
I don’t know...look around.
The bell rings.
ALEX (CONT’D)
Shit! I gotta go to history. See
you later, funny girl. Don’t go
through my locker.
BETH checks herself out in the mirror before looking around
to make sure ALEX is gone. She goes back to his locker and
removes his notebook. She flips through as we look over her
shoulder at the notebook. She stops flipping when she gets to
the caricature drawing of CHRIS and JAMES. She bursts into
laughter, takes the drawing and puts the notebook back.
JUMP CUTS:
BETH laughing at the drawing at the lunch table.
BETH laughing at the drawing in class.
BETH laughing at the drawing on the bus.
BETH laughing at the drawing at her desk in her room at home.
INT. CASSAWAY HOME- BETH’S ROOM- EVENING
HENRY comes into BETH’s room. He looks tired and generally
unhappy.
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HENRY
Hey, Lizzy, what’s so funny?
BETH tucks the drawing under a book on her desk.
BETH
Oh, nothing. YouTube video. What’s
up old man? And please, call me
Beth. Mom called me Lizzy.
HENRY
Umhmm. I know that. I just wanted
to let you know that I ordered some
food if you want to come down later
for dinner.
BETH
Thanks, man.
HENRY
Alright, well, see ya later.
BETH
Peace, my brother.
HENRY is confused, he hesitates as he exits, but then shakes
his head and shuts the door. BETH smirks. She turns her
attention to her Facebook profile on her computer. She clicks
her inbox and sees a new message from HANNAH BARNETT. She
clicks on the message, but he don’t see what it says, instead
we focus on her face as she buries her head laughing. We turn
back to the computer, quickly zooming in to HANNAH’s profile
picture, still unable to read the message.
INT. BARNETT HOME-DINING ROOM-LATER
HANNAH’s profile picture comes to life as she moves her face
from that position. We move back and see that she is sitting
with ALEX at the dinner table.
HANNAH
So how was school? Did you read a
lot about psychology? I hope that
book isn’t distracting you from
your real classes.
ALEX
Please, I need a distraction.
HANNAH
Oh, Alex, is it that bad?
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ALEX
I got harassed by Douchebag Jock A
in English. Douchebag Jock A told
Douchebag Jock B that I refused to
take his vocabulary quiz for him,
so Douchebag Jock B gave me a good
talking-to in health. And then I
got my ipod taken away for the rest
of the boring-ass, useless excuse
for a class.
HANNAH
Well, I see your property was
returned to you.
Yeah.

ALEX

HANNAH
You know, Alex, as smart as you are
you should be able to express your
feelings without crude and uncouth
language like “douchebag” and
“boring-ass.”
ALEX
(spits his drink back into
the glass)
Sorry, Mom. It’s funny to hear you
say “douchebag.” I apologize for
the language at the table. I know
you don’t like that. Those morons
just really got under my skin. And
Coach didn’t say a word to them!
HANNAH
Did anything good happen today?
ALEX
I think I did well on my history
test. Oh and I worked on my
painting.
And...

HANNAH

ALEX
Well, I think I might have made a
friend.
HANNAH
A friend! That’s wonderful! A girl?
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ALEX
Um, yeah. Mom, how did you know it
was a girl?
HANNAH
Oh I just noticed you had one more
friend than usual on Facebook and
I...
ALEX
Mom! I was cool with you getting
your own profile but I asked you
please not use it to snoop or
interfere or over-mother or...
HANNAH
I know. I know. She looks like an
interesting girl. Quite cute. Takes
some lovely pictures.
ALEX
Jesus, Mom you totally Facebookstalked her!
HANNAH
Well you know I like to have a
relationship with anyone you
consider a friend so I...
Mom...

ALEX

HANNAH
I invited her to dinner tomorrow
night.
ALEX
Mom! Total abuse of Facebook
privileges! I just met her today!
HANNAH
Well this will give us both a
chance to get to know her a little
better. C’mon honey, it will be
fun. Ask her what she’d like to eat
tomorrow then text me.
Jesus.

ALEX

23.

INT.- SCAMBARDI’S CLASSROOM -

NEXT MORNING

SCAMBARDI stands at the front of the class. She writes some
problems on the board and asks students to come up and solve
a problem by working it out on the overhead projector. Three
students do so without issue, although one just can’t seem to
figure it out. BETH sits in the back eating a bagel and
drinking a Frappacino.
STUDENT 2
Um, Ms. Scambardi, I’m sorry. I
just don’t know what to do next.
SCAMBARDI
Stick to the formula, you’re doing
fine.
STUDENT 2 finishes her works and sits down.
SCAMBARDI (CONT’D)
Now, who can tell us why this
answer is wrong? What did she leave
out?
Hands go up around the classroom. SCAMBARDI nods to a nerdylooking boy in the front with a ponytail and scruffy facial
hair.
STUDENT 3
She didn’t use the distributive
property.
SCAMBARDI
Yes, the distributive property.
Very good! Would you please write
an example of the distributive
property on the board?
STUDENT 3 writes “a(b + c) = ab + ac” on the board.
SCAMBARDI (CONT’D)
Exactly! Does anyone have any
questions?
STUDENT 3 sits back in his chair, self-satisfied. No one
raises a hand.
SCAMBARDI (CONT’D)
So, who can tell me what the
correct answer to this problem is?
Beth?
BETH didn’t expect to be called on. She looks up with her
cheeks full of bagel.
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SCAMBARDI (CONT’D)
Oh, I’m sorry. Did I interrupt your
breakfast?
BETH
(swallows)
Uh, yeah. But that’s OK, Scambo.
SCAMBARDI
Get up here and rework this
problem.
BETH reworks the problem and gets the right answer, which
annoys SCAMBARDI.
SCAMBARDI (CONT’D)
That’s fine, Beth. Thank you.
BETH starts to go back to her desk.
SCAMBARDI (CONT’D)
Hold on. Let’s go over last night’s
homework. Beth, go get your
homework and put it on the
projector. We’ll have the class
correct theirs along with yours.
BETH
Aw, Scambo. Nobody wants my
homework as an example.
SCAMBARDI
Just do what I said.
BETH goes back to her desk and begins sifting through her
things. She takes a long time.
SCAMBARDI (CONT’D)
You do have you’re homework, don’t
you, Beth?
BETH
Uh, yeah it’s here somewhere. Of
course I have it. I friggin love
math. I do extra problems for fun
in my other classes.
BRITTANY
O-M-G me too!
JESSICA
(under her breath)
Shut up Britt, I’m sure she was
being, like, sarcastic.

25.

ASHLEY
What are you talking about anyway?
You’ve got like a D in here.
STUDENT 3
I’d say she’s got two D’s in here.
Laughter erupts from the classroom. BRITTANY feigns
embarrassment, but makes a move that shows her cleavage even
more. BETH finds what she was looking for.
SCAMBARDI
Alright that’s enough! Everyone be
quiet! Beth! Homework! Now!
Got it!

BETH

BETH comes to the front of the class and places ALEX’s
drawing of JAMES and CHRIS on the overhead projector.
SCAMBARDI is still trying to quiet the class, but when they
see what’s on the projector, the laughter is uproarious.
SCAMBARDI
Quiet! Quiet! What’s gotten into...
SCAMBARDI turns to the projection screen. Her mouth gapes
open.
JAMES
What the fuck? Who drew that?
BRITTANY
Look! It’s like signed in the
corner! Like a real artist did it!
JAMES
Who the hell is A. Barnett?
SCAMBARDI
ELIZABETH! Get that filth out of
the my classroom NOW! You and Mr.
Barnett are in big trouble.
SCAMBARDI throws the drawing in the trash can by the door.
She repeats her write-up routine from the day before,
slamming open her desk drawer and taking out the write-up
pad.
SCAMBARDI (CONT’D)
There’s a special place for you in
the assistant principal’s office.
Now GO!
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BETH snatches the write-up slip from SCAMBARDI’s hand.
SCAMBARDI starts to straighten her desk from knocking a few
things over when she slammed the drawer. BETH grabs the
drawing from the trash can on her way out. She repeats her
routine from the day before, ripping up the write-up slip in
the hall. Fastforward as we follow her the special bathroom.
Once the door slams behind her, we backtrack to SCAMBARDI’s
classroom.
SCAMBARDI (CONT’D)
I want you all quiet! Work problems
78-110 on page 305 while I’m gone.
I’m only going down the hall, so
I’ll be able to hear you. Now get
to work!
SCAMBARDI huffs out of the room and down the hall a few doors
to LAUDER’s classroom.
INT. LAUDER’S CLASSROOM- MOMENTS LATER
ALEX is sitting quietly, writing in his notebook. LAUDER sits
at her desk. She stands as SCAMBARDI enters the room.
LAUDER
Oh, Lori Anne, what can I do for
you?
SCAMBARDI
I need to borrow one of your
students. He has severely disrupted
my class with an awful, vulgar
drawing.
I see.

LAUDER

LAUDER fixes her gaze on CHRIS, who she assumes is the
culprit.
LAUDER (CONT’D)
(whispers to SCAMBARDI)
I think I know who you’re talking
about. I haven’t had much trouble
from him lately what exactly did he
do?
SCAMBARDI ignores LAUDER’s comments and goes to ALEX’s desk.
She grabs the notebook out from under his pen.
Hey!

ALEX
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SCAMBARDI
Come with me, young man.
LAUDER
(baffled)
Oh, you meant Alex? Lori Anne,
there must be some mistake. Alex is
not a troublemaker. Can this wait?
I really wanted him in class today.
You see, later in the period we’ll
be doing a poetry reading and I...
SCAMBARDI
I don’t have time for this, Nancy.
LAUDER
Alex, do you know what this is
about?
ALEX
No, but I’ll go. It’s fine.
SCAMBARDI
Alright, come on then.
SCAMBARDI and ALEX exit the room. LAUDER looks after them
longingly as they walk down the hall.
INT. HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER
SCAMBARDI is flipping through ALEX’s notebook, reading. ALEX
walks with his head down.
ALEX
I wish you wouldn’t read that. It’s
private.
SCAMBARDI
Well, I was going to escort you to
the assistant principal’s office,
but from the looks of this, I think
we should go to the school
counselor instead. Ms. Cassaway can
deal with the discipinary measures
first.
Beth?

ALEX
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INT. COUNSELOR’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER
SCAMBARDI sits ALEX in a chair in front of CHERI ANDERSON’s
desk. SCAMBARDI goes through a door to the right, which leads
to a little hallway between ANDERSON’s office and the main
office. She catches ANDERSON there, checking her mailbox.
ALEX can hear most of their conversation as SCAMBARDI
recounts the morning’s events to ANDERSON and shows her the
notebook. ANDERSON finally nods and they both come back into
her office. ANDERSON sits at her desk. SCAMBARDI exits.
Hi, Alex.
Hello.

ANDERSON
ALEX

ANDERSON
Alex, do you know why you’re here?
ALEX
Not even a little.
ANDERSON
Well, Ms. Scambardi seems to think
that you may be a danger to
yourself...and possibly others.
ALEX
Um, OK, but why would she think
that?
ANDERSON
She’s concerned about some of your
writings in this notebook.
ALEX
Scambardi is repressed and
ignorant. Could you please just
tell me why she snatched me out of
class and went through my personal
things?
ANDERSON
How did you feel when you wrote
this entry, Alex: “Today I want to
kill someone. I know exactly who it
is I’d kill. They would never see
me coming, but my presence would be
real. I’d take their head and bash
it; they wouldn’t feel a thing. I’d
put it in my bedroom, dangling from
a string.”
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ALEX
Lady, that’s a poem. Am I in here
for my poetry?
ANDERSON
I see. How do you feel when you
write poetry?
ALEX
Usually angry or sad. I’m not into
happy poems.
ANDERSON
Are you happy, Alex?
Sure.

ALEX

ANDERSON
Were you angry when you wrote this
poem?
ALEX
Listen, I don’t literally want to
bash anyone’s head.
ANDERSON
Did you make the drawing for Beth
Cassaway? Did you plan to show it
to an entire class? What were you
expecting?
ALEX
OK now I really have no idea what
you’re talking about.
ANDERSON
Alex, it’s very important that I
have your complete cooperation with
this.
ALEX
I’m being as cooperative as I can.
It’s difficult when I don’t know
what the fuck you’re talking about.
ANDERSON
(uneasily)
OK, Alex. It’s OK. No need for
language. No one’s in trouble here.
ALEX
I know I’m not in trouble! I
haven’t done anything!
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ALEX stands and gathers his things.
ALEX (CONT’D)
This is bullshit. I’m out of here.
ANDERSON
Alex, I’d like to meet with your
parents. Will that be OK with you?
ALEX
No. Actually. Not really. You have
no need to see my mother.
ANDERSON
Hmm...well, I’ll give you this
homework assignment. Bring it to me
tomorrow and I’ll decide whether or
not a parental conference is
necessary.
ALEX
Fine. Can I have my notebook?
ANDERSON
I’m afraid not.
ANDERSON swivels around in her seat, opens a filing cabinet
drawer and produced a packet of paper and holds it out for
ALEX.
ANDERSON (CONT’D)
Please fill this out and bring it
to me in the morning.
ALEX takes the packet. Frustrated, he storms out of the
counselor’s office. Fastforward as we follow him to the
special bathroom.
INT. WOMEN’S RESTROOM -

DAY

BETH is sitting on the sink in her usual fashion; she’s
coloring the sink with a red crayon. The door slams open as
ALEX enters. Startled, she slips of the sink.
BETH
Hey, Picasso. How’s it going?
ALEX
Fucking terrible. What did you do?
ALEX waits, but BETH turns back to her coloring.
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ALEX (CONT’D)
(getting angry)
You went through my locker didn’t
you? Did you take something out of
my notebook? That’s the most
private, personal thing I have!
What was all that trust bullshit
you were talking yesterday?
BETH
(seriously)
I understand why you’re angry.
BETH turns from her coloring and her tone goes from grave to
light.
BETH (CONT’D)
But, seriously Alex, you should
have been there! You should have
seen the look on her face! And
James! Omigod he was mortified!
ALEX
Yeah, so mortified I’ll probably
turn up murdered after the entire
football team has their way with
me. What about a secret for a
secret, Beth? Now everyone will
know my secrets! The fucking
counselor has my notebook and she’s
probably going to have my mom come
up here and they’ll decided I’m
suicidal or homicidal or both and
I’ll...
BETH
Whoa! Anderson has your notebook?
Wicked.
ALEX
Wicked? It’s not wicked! It’s so
fucking not wicked! What’s wrong
with you.
BETH
Don’t worry, Picasso. I got you
into this pickle, but I’ll turn it
back into a cucumber.
What?

ALEX

BETH
I’ll fix it.
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ALEX
And just how will you do that?
BETH
I’ll tell you after dinner tonight.
Jesus.

ALEX

Fade to black.
INT. HENRY’S CAR - EVENING
We are looking out the car window from BETH’s POV. Still
black until street lights start to pass by in rapid
succession. BETH is watching them with her head resting on
her hand. HENRY breaks the silence.
HENRY
So, uh, dinner, right?
BETH
Yep, dinner.
HENRY
How do you know this boy?
BETH
Met him in the bathroom.
What?

HENRY

BETH
He’s in my health class.
HENRY
Oh. His parents will be there,
right?
BETH
Yeah, dad, he didn’t make dinner
for me himself. He’s 16.
Right.

HENRY

BETH
Not parents. Just his mom.
HENRY perks up a little, intrigued. BETH notices the change
in his demeanor; she snickers.
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BETH (CONT’D)
She’s pretty.
Who?

HENRY

BETH
Alex’s mom. (beat) Oh, it’s this
one on the right.
HENRY pulls the car into the driveway of the BARNETT HOME, a
cute one-story brick house with a well-manicured lawn and
different colored rose bushes lining the front of the house.
Little lights line the path from the driveway to the front
door.
BETH (CONT’D)
Wow, if Barbie liked brick...
HENRY
Listen Lizzy,
Dad!

BETH

HENRY
Just behave yourself at the table
OK? Remember what your mother
taught you.
BETH
Aye, aye, Captain. I won’t let the
old lady down.
HENRY manages a half smile.
HENRY
I’ll walk you to the door.
BETH
Aw, Pops, that’s not necessary.
Look at the magical lighted path I
can follow.
EXT. BARNETT HOME-FRONT - EVENING
HENRY ignores her comment and gets out of the car. He goes
around to the passenger’s side and opens the door for BETH.
Come on.

HENRY
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As they walk the lighted path, BETH prances and dances in
overtly bad ballet positions while humming Tchaikovsky’s
“Dance of the Sugar Plum Fairy.” She pirouettes and bounces
onto the first step. HENRY puts his arm on her shoulder.
HENRY (CONT’D)
OK, that’s enough.
He rings the doorbell. HANNAH answers in a pink dress. She
clasps her hands when she sees them; her tight blonde curls
bounce with her. She speaks with a sweet Southern accent.
HANNAH
Hi! Oh hi! Beth, I’m so glad you
could make it dear! Is this your
father?
BETH’s face lights up. She opens her mouth in a wide smile,
ready to make a smart-ass reply; she draws in a breath, but
HENRY nudges her. She glances at him and melts.
BETH
(mocking an English
accent)
Yes, madam. May I present my lord
and illustrious father, Henry
Cassaway of Province Lane.
BETH turns to HENRY and does an elaborate bow. HENRY sighs
and extends his hand to HANNAH, who slips her hand into his
and curtseys.
HANNAH
(attempting BETH’s accent)
Pleasure to meet you, Lord Henry.
I’m Hannah Barnett, the lady of
this house.
BETH giggles. HENRY smiles at HANNAH. As he draws his hand
back, he looks at BETH and says:
HENRY
Ah, thanks for indulging her, Ms.
Barnett. You’ll find my daughter
has a, ah, an obvious sense of
humor.
HANNAH
Well, that’s nice. (beat) Won’t you
both come in?
ALEX appears behind HANNAH.

35.

Hello.

HENRY

ALEX
Hi, Mr. Cassaway.
There’s an awkward moment before ALEX realizes that HENRY is
waiting for him to offer his hand. ALEX stumbles a little as
he remembers etiquette.
ALEX (CONT’D)
Nice to meet you.
HENRY
Likewise, young man. (beat) Well, I
have to be going. Thank you for
inviting me in, Ms. Barnett.
Perhaps another time?
HANNAH
Perhaps. All right now come on in,
Beth. No sense in standing on the
porch all night. Cheerio, Lord
Henry.
HENRY
Ah, goodbye. Beth, I’ll pick you up
at 9.
BETH
Right-o, Gov’ner!
ALEX rolls his eyes as HANNAH and BETH enter the house. HENRY
turns and heads back down the lighted path shaking his head.
INT.- BARNETT HOME- MOMENTS LATER
HANNAH leads ALEX and BETH to the dining room table, which is
already set with place mats, silverware, napkins with girly
decorative napkin rings, and rose-colored drinking glasses
next to the teens’ plates. Beside HANNAH’s plate, there is a
painted wine glass and half-empty bottle of white zinfandel.
The bottle has a glass stopper shaped like a rose.
HANNAH
Oh, Beth, It was so nice to meet
your father. I hope he’ll be able
to join us for a meal sometime.
BETH
(slightly mimicing
HANNAH’s accent)
I’m sure he’d like that.
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ALEX
(with sarcasm)
I’m sure.
BETH and HANNAH give ALEX a dirty look. He shrugs them off.
HANNAH
You can both go ahead and have a
seat. Feel free to start on your
salad. I’ll bring out the rest of
the food.
BETH
Thanks, Mrs. Barnett.
HANNAH
Oh, honey, it’s miss. Miss Hannah
will do just fine.
HANNAH walks away into the kitchen. ALEX and BETH take their
seats at the table.
BETH
Wow, Picasso, me and your moms are
already on a first-name basis.
ALEX
Don’t think you’re so special just
yet. She’s not Mrs. because she
never married my dad. Actually, she
never saw him again when she told
him about me. She doesn’t like to
be called by her last name because
she says it makes her feel old.
BETH shrinks a little in her chair.
BETH
You mean you don’t know your dad?
ALEX
Nope. Never met him. But don’t
worry, I get plenty of parenting
from Miss Hannah.
BETH
So your last name is your mom’s
maiden name?
ALEX
Yeah. Why are you so fascinated by
all this?
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BETH
I don’t know. I guess people’s moms
interest me because mine’s not
around anymore.
ALEX
Is that why you were crying in the
bathroom the first time we talked?
BETH
(startled, defensive)
What?? I wasn’t...
HANNAH enters with a steaming bowl of food before BETH can
finish her argument.
HANNAH
So this is my famous lentil soup.
I’ll be right back with the
couscous.
HANNAH exits again to the kitchen.
Couscous?

BETH

ALEX
Mom’s a bit of a health nut. And a
neat freak. And...
BETH
OK, I get it. Your mom’s OCD.
BETH doesn’t realize that HANNAH has returned with the
couscous. HANNAH speaks as she sets the dish on the table:
HANNAH
Well, no, dear, I wouldn’t say OCD.
The obsessive part may be a bit
true as far as healthiness and
cleanliness go, Alex can attest to
that, but I have yet to cross over
into the compulsive part.
HANNAH takes her seat and fills her wine glass, BETH begins
to stammer an apology, but HANNAH stops her.
BETH
Sorry, Miss Hannah. I didn’t
realize...
HANNAH
No, dear, that’s all right. You
were just making a joke.
(MORE)

38.
HANNAH (CONT'D)
I’m sure you and Alex can discuss
psychological disorders like OCD.
He should be able to talk about
things of that nature since he’s
been reading that huge psychology
textbook.

ALEX and BETH share a confused glance.
BETH
Um, sure. Let’s discuss. So, Alex,
why the hell are you reading a
psychology textbook? Can sophomores
even take psychology?
HANNAH clears her throat.
HANNAH
I just hate to scold you honey, but
I don’t allow foul language at the
table.
ALEX snickers.
BETH
I apologize, Miss Hannah. Alex, why
the heck are you reading that darn
book?
ALEX
I find it interesting. Plus, I want
to take the advanced placement test
to try to get college credit for
psychology.
BETH
You’re going to take the AP test
without taking the class?
Right.

ALEX

BETH
You’re a freakin’ nerd, man.
HANNAH drops the serving spoon back in the couscous, she
seems to have done it out of anger. ALEX and BETH visibly
straighten and look in her direction, awaiting her next word.
HANNAH
(stifling a laugh)
Oh, honey, you’re right, aren’t
you? But I have completely
encouraged his...
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Nerdiness?

ALEX

HANNAH looks around the table and bursts out laughing. HANNAH
snorts, which makes her laugh harder and causes BETH to join
in the laughter, followed by ALEX. HANNAH, attempting to calm
down, wipes her mouth with her napkin.
CUT TO:
INT. BARNETT HOME - EVENING
ALEX and BETH are helping HANNAH clear the table.
BETH
Thanks for dinner, Miss Hannah. I
never knew I liked couscous.
HANNAH
It was my pleasure, dear. (hiccups,
giggles) I hope you’ll discover
something else you like the next
time you eat with us. I can handle
the rest of the dishes. You two go
have fun til Mr. Cassaway comes
back.
ALEX and BETH do not second guess HANNAH. They bound up the
stairs to ALEX’s room.
INT.- BARNETT HOME-ALEX’S ROOM
ALEX enters the room after BETH;
He moves a few books and an XBOX
the floor, motioning for BETH to
sits on the floor beside her and
History Channel.

he does not shut the door.
controller from a chair on
have a seat. She does. ALEX
turns on the TV. It’s the

BETH
Ah ha! You are a true nerd. The
last thing you were watching was
the History Channel!
ALEX
So? There’s a lot of interesting
shows on...
ALEX turns his attention to the TV:
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TV ANNOUNCER
Up next on The History Channel,
from family shrines in Tokyo, to
the Tower of Silence in Mumbai and
glass caskets in Barcelona, it’s
how the world’s cultures handle
their dead, on History’s Mysteries.
ALEX mutes the TV.
See?

ALEX

BETH
Yeah, OK. You know, your mom’s
goofy. What was so funny about me
calling you a nerd?
ALEX
I have no idea.
BETH
She was a little...
BETH makes drinking motion with her hand.
BETH (CONT’D)
...flowery.
Yeah.

ALEX

ALEX shifts closer to BETH, changing the subject.
ALEX (CONT’D)
So, are you going to tell me your
plan?
Plan?

BETH

ALEX
Yeah, your plan. The one about how
to get my notebook back from that
fucking incompetent quack-trained
wannabe neo-hippie pseudo-pychology
spilling school counselor.
BETH
Oh yeah that. Geez, ‘casso, angst
much?
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ALEX
(annoyed)
Shut the help up and tell me what
you’re going to do!
BETH
Um, I can only do one or the other.
ALEX
What? (pause as he figures it out)
Oh my god! Just tell me!
BETH
OK, here’s what you’ll need to do:
type up a note from your mom that
says her phone number has changed
to this...
BETH grabs a pen from ALEX’s desk and writes her cell phone
number on the inside of one of his books.
Hey!

ALEX

BETH
So get your mom to sign the note
while she’s still half-asleep. Tell
her it’s a progress report or
something, and turn it into the
office at school tomorrow. When
Anderson calls your mom to make the
appointment, she’ll call my cell
phone instead.
ALEX
Then what will you do?
BETH
Carry out the rest of my plan.
ALEX
And that is?
BETH
It’s better if I don’t tell you. It
will have a more realistic effect.
ALEX
You have to be fucking kidding me.
BETH
Let me earn back your trust,
Picasso.
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ALEX
What why the hell should I?
BETH grabs the remote from ALEX and turns the volume up on
the TV. ALEX tries to continue their conversation, but BETH
shushes him and point to the TV.
TV ANNOUNCER
This family will burn everything
their deceased relatives may need
in the afterlife: food, clothes,
even cash. In this way, they give
up a more comfortable life to
provide for their ancestors.
BETH
Oh my god they’re burning money!
That’s why I don’t like tradition.
ALEX
Yeah, don’t burn your money so your
grandma can spend it in the
Netherworld K-mart.
BETH
(laughing)
Yeah, she wants some purple Kathy
Ireland wind pants!
They exchange a fit of laughter. When they regain their
composure, Beth’s cell phone vibrates. It’s a text message
from Henry; it says “in the driveway.”
BETH (CONT’D)
Shit, my paternal parental unit is
here.
ALEX
You mean your dad?
BETH
Yeah. I gotta go. I’ll see you in
class tomorrow. Don’t forget about
the note.
ALEX
Please tell me what your plan is.
Honestly, I think you’re going to
fuck things up for me even more
than you already have.
BETH
You’re sweet.

43.

BETH moves to the door. She mouths “trust me” as she exits.
ALEX plops on his bed, exasperated. We follow BETH down the
stairs, she hops on every third one on her way down. The
doorbell rings. HANNAH opens the door for HENRY.
HANNAH
(a little giddy)
Greetings, Lord Henry.
HENRY does a little bow. He hasn’t noticed BETH on the
stairs.
M’lady.

HENRY

BETH
Wow, Pops, way to play along!
HENRY, a little embarrassed, now wants to speed up the
encounter.
HENRY
You ready, girl?
BETH
Yeah, man, let me get my jacket.
There is an awkward silent moment between HANNAH and HENRY as
BETH goes to the dining room to retrieve her jacket.
BETH (CONT’D)
Got it. Thanks again, H.
HENRY shakes HANNAH’s hand.
HENRY
Thank you for entertaining her.
HANNAH
Oh, no sir. She entertained me.
HENRY chuckles as he heads down the lighted path with BETH.
HANNAH shuts the door and leans on it, looking at something
in her hand. From over her shoulder we see that she’s holding
one of HENRY’s business cards. HANNAH hiccups again, giggles
and heads toward her bedroom. As she passes the staircase,
ALEX is coming down the stairs carrying the book with BETH’s
cell phone number in it.
HANNAH (CONT’D)
I’m going to bed, hon. Good night.
ALEX
Night, mom.
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ALEX sits at a desk in the living room with a desktop
computer and printer. He types up the short note, as
instructed by BETH, and prints it out. He takes the paper to
HANNAH’s bedroom door. He’s about to enter the room when he
looks at the paper and pauses. He shakes his head and we
follow him up the stairs until his disappears behind the door
of his bedroom.
CUT TO:
INT.- CASSAWAY HOME- KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER
HENRY and BETH enter through the kitchen door.
HENRY
I’m glad you behaved yourself
tonight. Maybe you’ll be invited
back.
BETH
There’s a first time for
everything, Daddy-o.
HENRY
They, ah, they seem like good
people. Good company?
CUT TO:
INT. BARNETT HOME- ALEX’S ROOM
ALEX looks through a bookshelf for a blank notebook, he can
only find a tiny day planner.
BETH (V.O.)
Yeah sure, but Alex can be a
little...
ALEX sits on his bed and struggles to write in the tiny
notebook as BETH’s words fade into his:
ALEX (V.O.)
Weird! That’s right, dear stupidass ridiculously tiny fucking
useless replacement journal, that
girl is weird. And by weird I mean
either overconfident or delusional,
or maybe some sort of mixture...
We cut back and forth between BETH in her kitchen and ALEX in
his bedroom:
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BETH
...of weird and nerdy. But that’s
OK. Plus, his mom’s a riot.
Yeah?

HENRY

BETH
Yeah. I like her, but she probably
thinks I’m a...
ALEX (V.O.)
...total fuck up! I can’t believe
I’m going to contribute anymore to
my own downward spiral by allowing
this girl to manipulate my life
anymore. If this is having a
friend, I was better off as the
“loner artist” or whatever. Then
again, replacement journal, what
choice do I have? Should I go along
with her plan or accept whatever
comes my way as a result of her
stealing my drawing? I guess either
way, she controls the outcome.
Dammit!

ALEX (CONT’D)

ALEX stops writing and throws the tiny notebook. He looks at
the note on the bed. He sighs, grabs the note and heads down
the stairs.
INT.- CASSAWAY HOME- BETH’S ROOM
BETH stands in front of her mirror, attempting to imitate
HANNAH.
BETH
Oh, why thank you for calling, Ms.
Anderson. I’ll be glad to make an
appointment with you concerning my
son. No, no, thank you, hon. See
you soon.
BETH pretends to hang up the phone. She mimes opening a
bottle.
BETH (CONT’D)
Mmmm...white zinfandel! Glug, glug
glug! My kid’s a nerd! Ha ha HA!
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BETH has cracked herself up. She gets into bed and turns off
the lamp.
INT. BARNETT HOME- HANNAH’S ROOM
It’s dark, ALEX opens the door to his
There’s only a pale glow from the TV.
sitting up in the bed. Her hair is in
wearing a rose-covered silk bathrobe.
with the note and a pen.

mother’s bedroom.
HANNAH is slumped over
curlers and she’s
ALEX approaches her

ALEX
(whispering)
Mom, Mom can you sign this?
HANNAH doesn’t stir.
Mom...

ALEX (CONT’D)

ALEX nudges her shoulder. HANNAH becomes semi-conscious, but
obviously still dreaming.
Hmm?

HANNAH

ALEX
Will you please sign this? Here.
ALEX puts the pen in HANNAH’s hand.
HANNAH
Huh? Oh, OK Mr. Sanders.
ALEX
What? I mean, yeah, just sign right
here please.
HANNAH
I’m so excited about this purchase,
Mr. Sanders. I never thought I’d
have my very own snowmobile!
HANNAH makes an unintelligible squiggle on the note. ALEX
folds it and leaves the room.
INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY - MID-MORNING
We are in a crowded hallway from the POV of a student. A few
moments pass as we fight are way through the crowd.
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We focus on ALEX, note in hand, entering a door marked “Main
Office.” He emerges without the note. He ducks into a lesscrowded hallway, and we hear him call his voicemail:
HANNAH (O.C.)
Hi hon! I just wanted to let you
know that I spoke with your school
counselor, seems like a nice woman,
anyway I have an appointment with
her this afternoon at 1:00. I’m not
sure what she wants to discuss,
something about your writing?
Anyway, hon, I expect I’ll see you
later today. Love you!
ALEX hangs up and begins to text furiously.
We focus on BETH, hidden between two open lockers on the
other side of the hall, looking through her cell phone. Her
cell phone vibrates as she gets a text from ALEX: “Anderson
called mom this morning. They have an appt for 1 today. FIX
IT.”
BETH reads the message and displays short-lived mannerisms of
panic. She mutters to herself:
Shit.

BETH

BETH quickly figures out what to do and calls a number.
BETH (CONT’D)
(imitating HANNAH)
Yes, this message is for Cheri
Anderson. Ms. Anderson, this is
Hannah Barnett, Alexander Barnett’s
mother. I just wanted to make sure
you had my current contact
information. Alex should have
turned in a note this morning.
Anyway, hon, I just wanted to let
you know that I’ll be a little late
for our appointment today. I hope
you don’t mind waiting for me until
1:30. All right, see you then, Ms.
Anderson.
BETH hangs up the phone and calls another number. She clears
her throat as it rings.
BETH (CONT’D)
(imitating ANDERSON)
Ah, yes, hello, Ms. Barnett? This
is Cheri Anderson.
(MORE)

48.
BETH (CONT’D)
We have an appointment today
concerning your son, Alex. (beat)
Yes, but I’m afraid I’ll have to
cancel. I’ll be leaving school
today due to a family emergency.
(beat) No, I think everything will
be fine. Thank you for your
concern, Ms. Barnett. I have to go
now. Goodbye.

BETH hangs up as the bell rings. She puts the phone is her
pocket and scurries to a nearby classroom as the halls empty.
MS. LAUDER is facing the opposite direction, and BETH slides
into the classroom behind her, undetected.
INT. LAUDER’S CLASSROOM - MOMENTS LATER
The classroom is noisy. Students are talking on cell phones,
listening to ipods, and generally not paying attention to
LAUDER, who stands at the front of the room. BETH sits at her
desk, taking a few pictures and flipping through them on her
camera. Between shots she eats a handful of potato chips from
the bag on her desk.
LAUDER
If you’ll all please be quiet.
The students don’t react.
BETH puts her camera in her bookbag, where she fails to find
a piece of paper. She turns around in her seat to face
ASHLEY, who is talking in a huddle with BRITTANY and JESSICA.
JESSICA
So, yeah, I’ve decided on tomorrow
night, not tonight. I have more
time to set things up.
BRITTANY
Ooh! I want to help decorate!
JESSICA
This isn’t some kid’s birthday
party, Britt’nay. The only
decorations will be beer cans and
Solo cups.
BRITTANY
(confused)
OK then, I’ll bring the Solo cups!
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Whatever.

JESSICA

LAUDER
Everyone, quiet please!
Still no reaction from the students.
LAUDER (CONT’D)
HEY! POP QUIZ! Take out a sheet of
paper!
We hear groaning and complaining followed by the rustling of
notebook paper as the class finally listens to LAUDER. LAUDER
begins writing vocabulary words on the dry-erase board.
LAUDER (CONT’D)
I want you all to define these ten
words and use them in a sentence.
You’ll have 20 minutes after I get
finished!
ASHLEY, BRITTANY, and JESSICA simultaneously get out
notebooks and binders that are overly bejeweled, covered
stickers, writing, and pictures of themselves and each other.
ASHLEY
So, who did you invite?
JESSICA
Not too many people. VIP only. You
two can invite someone if you want,
but no B- or C-list. Understand?
ASHLEY and BRITTANY nod their heads as BETH pokes ASHLEY.
BETH
Ashley, sheet of paper yeah?
Um what?

ASHLEY

JESSICA
She wants a sheet of paper, duh.
ASHLEY
Rude much, Jess’ca?
JESSICA
Dye your roots much, Ashley?
BRITTANY
I have paper!
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BRITTANY begins to get a piece of paper from her notebook,
but JESSICA stops her.
JESSICA
Don’t worry about it, Britt’nay.
I’ll get it for her.
JESSICA purposefully rips a sheet of paper from her binder.
The paper is nearly ripped in half.
JESSICA (CONT’D)
Oops. I guess this will have to do.
Next time you should bring your
own.
BETH snatches the ripped paper.
BETH
That’s what your last date said
about your eyelashes.
JESSICA stands, infuriated.
JESSICA
(a little too loud)
What? My eyelashes are 100%
natural!
LAUDER turns around, marker in hand.
LAUDER
Jessica, sit down!
JESSICA obeys, pouting. BETH gets out her camera. She scans
through her pictures briefly until she finds one of JESSICA
applying eyelash adhesive crouched down alone in a seat on
the bus. The photo is a bird’s eye view, as if BETH was
sitting in the seat behind her.
BETH
Natural plastic.
BETH shows the photo to ASHLEY and BRITTANY, who giggle
loudly. We see the photo as they see it.
ASHLEY
You know, Jess’ca, they have
medicine for inadequate lashes.
BRITTANY
Yeah, I thinks it’s called
“Lashfast” or something. Brooke
Sheilds did a commercial for it.
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ASHLEY
She’s so pretty.
BRITTANY
Yeah, so pretty.
ASHLEY
And her eyelashes...so pretty.
BETH
Totally naturally pretty.
JESSICA
Bitches. You’re all bitches. I
don’t need eyelash medicine.
LAUDER
Girls please! No more talking. Your
quizzes are due on my desk in 20
minutes!
BETH
(hushed)
Sorry, Jess. Let’s make up.
Friends? Now can I please have a
whole sheet of paper? I’ve only got
like 19 minutes...
Sure.

JESSICA

JESSICA takes her sweet time tearing out a sheet for BETH.
She hands it to her and smiles fakely. As BETH takes the
sheet, she whispers:
BETH
On the serious though, can I borrow
your eyelash adhesive?
JESSICA
Why would you need it? (beat) I
mean, I don’t use eyelash adeshive.
BETH
C’mon, let me borrow it and I’ll
delete the picture.
Jessica considers this offer, then says:
Ugh, fine.

JESSICA

She fishes the eyelash adhesive from her purse and secretly
drops it into BETH’s hand.
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INT. COACH PARNAM’S HEALTH CLASS - LATER
Students file in to the classroom. This time, COACH is doing
lunges across the room. Students awkwardly try to stay out of
his way as they find their seats.
COACH
28, 29, watch it, Lekowski! Uh, 26,
27, move Gardner, can’t you see
there’s a lower body routine going
on here! 34, 35.
BETH and ALEX enter the room. They are arguing. They continue
to argue as they sit down.
ALEX
No, you’re not.
Yes I am.

BETH

ALEX
No, you’re really not.
BETH
Really, I am.
ALEX
You can’t be serious. There’s no
way you’ll pull it off.
BETH
I’m totally serious and I can
totally pull it off.
The bell rings, the last few students sit down and the room
gets quiet except for ALEX and BETH’s bickering.
ALEX
You don’t even look like her!
BETH
That’s irrelevant.
COACH stands next to ALEX and BETH’s desks with his arms
crossed, waiting for them to shutup. They don’t notice him.
ALEX
What the hell are you talking
about!?
BETH
Cool it, Picasso. Why don’t you
doodle a little?
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ALEX
Who can doodle in a time like this?
You’re officially nuts and I can’t
let you go through with this.
BETH
Just think cucumber, man.
Cucumb...

ALEX

COACH clears his throat. ALEX and BETH finally acknowledge
his presence.
COACH
Unless the two of you would like to
make your vegetable discussion into
today’s lecture, I suggest you shut
it!
CHRIS and JAMES snicker a few rows back.
JAMES
Looks like the loser has a lady.
CHRIS
Please, she’s no lady. That girl’s
a straight-up skank.
Without warning, BETH gets up from her seat and move back
toward CHRIS. When he is in range, she lunges at his
midsection and knocks him out of his seat. On top of him on
the floor, she continually punches him in the face and chest.
JAMES is able to pull her off of CHRIS, but as he lifts her
up she elbows him in the nose. JAMES screams in pain and cups
his nose. The class is going nuts:yelling, laughing, standing
in their seats to see the scuffle, until COACH roars:
COACH
CASS-A-WAAAAAY!
The class falls silent. Everyone sits down and shuts up.
JAMES, whose nose is not bleeding nor really hurt that badly,
sinks back in to his seat, embarrassed. CHRIS picks himself
off the floor and does the same. BETH turns around to face
COACH.
COACH (CONT’D)
Cassaway...young lady did you just
single-handedly beat the tar outta
two of my best players?
BETH
Yes, Coach.
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COACH
(yelling)
What did you say??!?!
BETH
(yells back)
I said yeah I kicked their asses!
Johnson called me a...
COACH
Stop right there! It doesn’t matter
what he called you.
There is a pause. The class waits for COACH to determine
BETH’s disciplinary fate.
JUMP CUTS:
CHRIS rubbing his shoulder.
JAMES rubbing his nose.
ALEX shaking his head.
COACH inhaling, about to speak.
COACH (CONT’D)
It doesn’t matter why you pummeled
my boys, what matters is no one
else finds out.
We hear a few bewildered mutters from the class. We focus on
BETH, who raises her eyebrows. We then can see the classroom
from a wide angle with COACH and BETH in the center.
COACH (CONT’D)
I want everybody to LISTEN UP! If
this embarrassing display of
sissitude does NOT leave this room,
I will give you all an A+ on the
next exam AND one FREE excused
absence!
There’s a few happy shouts from the class and some clapping,
but COACH motions for them to be quiet.
COACH (CONT’D)
I want to make sure we all
UNDERSTAND what I’m saying!
(MORE)
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COACH (CONT’D)
If I hear ANY words about what
happened today in the halls or the
lunchroom or on your little
spacebook profiles, then you’ll all
FAIL the next exam. (shouts) Do you
understand me??

The class says “Yes, Coach” in unison. BETH begins to take
her seat.
COACH (CONT’D)
But YOU, Cassaway...
BETH straightens, her eyes widen.
COACH (CONT’D)
You take the rest of the period to
cool off.
BETH
You mean you want me to leave,
Coach?
COACH
Hell yeah I want you to leave! Get
outta here and think about other
ways to deal with your anger...ways
other than beating up football
players!
The class chuckles. JAMES and CHRIS are visibly humiliated.
BETH grabs her things and moves toward the door. Behind
COACH’s back, she gives two thumbs up to ALEX, who rolls his
eyes and lays his head on his desk. BETH opens the door and
says:
BETH
Pummel, good word, Coach.
OUT!

COACH

BETH leaves. COACH shakes his head and exhales loudly. The
class is still bustling with laughter and chatter.
COACH (CONT’D)
All right everybody QUIET!
A hush. COACH goes back to his desk.
COACH (CONT’D)
Before I reconsider my offer.
Hamilton, Johnson!
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JAMES and CHRIS perk up.
COACH (CONT’D)
I...well, I just don’t know what to
say to either of you.
JAMES and CHRIS hang their heads.
COACH (CONT’D)
The rest of you...read chapter 10
or do your homework for another
class or something. I don’t care.
Just be quiet.
INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER
We see BETH checking the hallway after she leave health
class. When she sees it’s clear, she sneaks into the same
costume closet we’ve seen her in before. She emerges stuffing
clothes into her bookbag, and we follow her on her way to the
women’s restroom. A pink scarf is sticking out of her
bookbag.
Suddenly, DORLAN turns a corner and spots BETH.
DORLAN
Hello there Ms. Cassaway. Do we
have a hall pass?
BETH
I don’t. Do you?
DORLAN
I’m asking if you have a hall pass.
BETH
You asked if WE have a hall pass.
If you have one, I’d really like to
borrow it.
DORLAN
Where are you supposed to be, young
lady?
BETH
You’re asking me questions in
second person now? What happened to
we? I thought we were in this
together!
DORLAN
Miss Cassaway..
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BETH
Oh now it’s third person! You’re
getting me seriously befuddled
here, AP.
DORLAN
(increasingly confused)
There is no third person here! Just
me and you! What did you just call
me? I know you’re not in an
advanced placement class. Don’t try
to fool me!
BETH
No, I wasn’t trying...
DORLAN
What insult does AP stand for? Huh?
A-hole pushover or something you
kids call us authority figures?
BETH
I don’t know about that, but I
meant AP as in assistant principal.
DORLAN
(embarrassed)
Right. Of course. Get to class Miss
Cassaway! Next time I see you, you
better have a hall pass!
BETH
(stifling a laugh)
Yes sir!
INT. WOMEN’S RESTROOM
BETH enters the room. She sets her over-stuffed bookbag on
the sink and removes the eyelash adhesive. She removes the
cap and begins smearing the adhesive on her eyelids.
INT. COACH PARNAM’S HEALTH CLASS
ALEX still has his head down. We hear the bell ring. He gets
up and looks at the clock on the wall. It read 1:00. ALEX
mutters to himself:
ALEX
Shit, here we go.
The first student touches the door to exit, but COACH
thunders from his desk:

58.

COACH
Don’t touch that door!
COACH gets up from his desk and walks to the door, blocking
the students’ way.
COACH (CONT’D)
Nobody’s leaving until each and
every one of you look me in the eye
so I know you understand our
agreement.
The students look at COACH as they exit. COACH nods at each
one.
INT. COUNSELOR’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER
ANDERSON is sitting at her desk writing as ALEX enters.
ANDERSON
Oh hi, Alex. I wasn’t expecting you
this early.
Early?

ALEX

ANDERSON
Yes, your mother rescheduled for
1:30. She didn’t notify you?
ALEX
(thinking quickly)
Uh, oh yeah. I forgot about the
text she sent me. See you in 30
minutes.
ANDERSON
Alex, wait. I’m glad you came
early. It’ll give us a chance to
talk before your mother gets here.
Won’t you sit down.
ALEX starts to back away.
ALEX
I...I really can’t. I haven’t eaten
yet. I’m going to go eat lunch...
ALEX turns and exits before ANDERSON has a chance to reply.
He storms off to the women’s restroom.
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INT. WOMEN’S RESTROOM - MOMENTS LATER
BETH has on a pink dress and a curly blond wig. She is
applying mascara as ALEX busts through the door and startles
her. She gets mascara on her forehead.
BETH
Dude! How am I going to get this
off?
ALEX
(angrily)
What are you doing? THIS is your
plan!!?!
BETH starts to wipe off the mascara.
Yep.

BETH

ALEX
This is insane. Mom’s coming in 10
minutes!
BETH
No she’s not.
There is a pause as ALEX waits for BETH to explain herself.
BETH (CONT’D)
As long as your tuned in the
note...
ALEX
Yeah, I did.
BETH
Then everything will be fine.
ALEX
(furious)
Says the girl in the 30-year-old
drama room wig!
BETH fluffs her wig and puts on a white hat with a pink rose
on the side, she isn’t affected by ALEX’s rage.
BETH
Hey! My hair looks good. Chill,
‘casso. I called your moms as
Anderson and canceled the
appointment. I called Anderson as
your moms and rescheduled for 1:30.
(MORE)
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BETH (CONT'D)
I knew I’d need an extra 30 minutes
to look this good!

BETH twirls around and curtseys. ALEX considers what she’s
done, then says:
ALEX
You are certifiable.
BETH
Look man, the more chill you are
the better this will work. So would
you just please think cucumber!
ALEX
Stop saying that! Fuck you and fuck
all your vegetables!
BETH giggles at the absurdity of ALEX’s remarks.
BETH
I’m trying to save your ass here,
my friend. You have to trust me.
ALEX sighs, realizing he doesn’t have much choice.
ALEX
(growling)
You’re the one who got my ass in
this mess.
BETH
Lucky for you I give a damn about
your messy ass.
ALEX looks at his phone.
ALEX
Dammit, let’s do this. (pause) I
cannot believe I just said that.
BETH
It’s all cool in the school.
ALEX opens the door for his “mother” and checks around
outside. He motions for her to come through and says:
ALEX
You’re corny as hell, you know
that?
BETH
(in HANNAH’s accent)
Fuck YOUR vegetables.
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INT. COUNSELOR’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER
ALEX opens the door for his “mother” and lets her enter
ANDERSON’s office fist. ANDERSON stands up and extends her
hand.
ANDERSON
Welcome, Ms. Barnett. I’m Cheri
Anderson. It’s nice to meet you.
BETH gingerly extends to hand and greets ANDERSON.
BETH
Oh, it’s nice to meet you too, hon.
ANDERSON
Won’t you sit down.
BETH
Why yes, thank you.
There is a pause. No one sits down. BETH clears her throat
and nods toward the chair. ALEX realizes he should pull out
the chair for her. He does, and she finally sits down.
BETH (CONT’D)
Thanks, son. I knew you’d remember
your manners.
ANDERSON
Can I offer you a piece of candy
before we get started?
ANDERSON points to a jar of chocolate candy, which is clearly
marked as containing pecans.
BETH
Oh, no thank you. I’m allergic to
nuts.
ANDERSON
Alex, did you enjoy your lunch?
Um, yes.

ALEX

ANDERSON
What did you have?
ALEX
Chicken sandwich.
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ANDERSON
I thought the choices today were
sloppy joe or fish sandwich...
Oh, I...

ALEX

BETH
My son ate a chicken sandwich I
made him this morning. These school
lunches just aren’t as wholesome as
home cooking. But Alex’s lunch is
not the matter we’re here to
discuss. Is it, Ms. Anderson?
ANDERSON
Well, no. I’ve asked you here today
to discuss the contents of this
notebook.
ANDERSON places ALEX’s journal on her desk.
ANDERSON (CONT’D)
Does this notebook belong to you,
Alex?
ALEX
Yes, that’s my journal.
BETH
Ms. Anderson, I am not the type of
parent to snoop through my son’s
personal journal. We have a basic
understanding of trust in our
relationship.
ANDERSON
That’s good to hear, Ms. Barnett,
but there are a few passages your
son has written that have caused
concern with this school’s
administration.
ANDERSON passes the journal to BETH. She turns to a page that
ANDERSON has marked with a post-it.
ANDERSON (CONT’D)
Do you see the problem, Ms.
Barnett?
Yes.

BETH
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ANDERSON
We’re concerned about your son
becoming a danger to himself or
others.
BETH
My dear Ms. Anderson, I’m afraid
we’re seeing different problems.
ANDERSON
I beg your pardon?
BETH
What you have labeled as “possibly
dangerous material” in my son’s
private journal is nothing more
than a poem! A work of fiction!
ALEX
That’s what I told her, Mom.
BETH
You have already discussed this
with Alex?
ANDERSON
Yes, but if you’ll consider the
graphic violence...
BETH
How dare you! My son is a gifted
writer and I’ll not have him
stifled by your literarilychallenged administration!
ANDERSON
Please excuse me one moment.
ANDERSON steps out the side door of her office. She promptly
returns accompanied by DORLAN.
DORLAN
Hello, Ms. Barnett. I’m Gary
Dorlan, assistant principal.
Hello.

BETH

DORLAN
Ms. Anderson has brought to my
attention some concerns about
Alex...
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BETH
Yes, I’m aware. Before you go on,
Mr. Dorlan, let me ask you this:
Have you ever had to discipline my
son before?
Well, no.

DORLAN

BETH
So he has never caused any trouble?
DORLAN
No, Alex mostly keeps to himself,
but you have to understand Ms.
Barnett, it’s not just the journal,
there was also a drawing that
warranted our actions.
A drawing?
Yes.

BETH
DORLAN

BETH
And may I see this drawing?
DORLAN
We don’t have the drawing ma’am.
BETH
You’re not telling me you’re trying
to punish my son for a drawing you
haven’t even seen? This is
ridiculous. Drawings, poems...my
son is an artist! Why can’t you
people understand that?
ANDERSON
With all due respect, Ms. Barnett,
the drawing was (whispers) sexual
in nature.
BETH
That hardly matters when you don’t
have the evidence, Ms. Anderson. My
son already explained to you that
the material in his notebook is a
poem, which is an academic
exercise. Are either of you capable
of comprehending a metaphor?
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Yes.

ANDERSON

There is a pause. ANDERSON and BETH look at DORLAN, who seems
to have zoned out.
DORLAN
Uh, oh, yes, of course...metaphor.
Of course.
BETH stands and paces as she recites:
BETH
We walk -- I leave my Dog -- at
home -A tender -- thoughtful Moon -Goes with us -- just a little way -And -- then -- we are alone -Alone -- if Angels are "alone" -First time they try the sky!
Alone -- if those "veiled faces" -be -We cannot count -- on High!
I'd give -- to live that hour -again -The purple -- in my Vein -But He must count the drops -himself -My price for every stain!
BETH (CONT’D)
Mr. Dorlan, do you think Emily
Dickinson ACTUALLY spilled her
blood for want of reliving this
visit? And do you think her
gentleman caller ACTUALLY counted
the drops of her blood?
DORLAN
Certainly not.
BETH
Then, sir, I beg the explanation of
why you think my son would actually
carry out the actions he describes
in his poem.
Well, I...

DORLAN
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BETH
Mr. Dorlan, do you not have actual
violence going on in this school?
Aren’t there students being
bullied? Getting into fights? And
don’t you have actual sexual
activity going on here? Just on my
way to this office I saw two
students swapping spit. Aren’t you
concerned about those issues?
DORLAN
Yes, of course.
BETH
Yet you insist on focusing on my
son’s poetry and drawings. The
observant artist is the easier
target. Is he not, Mr. Dorlan?
DORLAN
Ms. Barnett, I can understand your
position. We simply have a duty to
prevent violence in this school.
BETH
Then I suggest you stop wasting my
time and get out there and start
preventing it. I want an apology
for my son. If I ever have to come
in here again, he better have
committed some offense worthy of
discipline.
DORLAN
Alex, I’m sorry for misjudging you.
You are one of our most gifted
students.
BETH
That’s exactly right. I want my son
in a school that encourages his
gifts, not oppresses them! Come on,
son.
BETH and ALEX stand. ALEX grabs the notebook from ANDERSON’s
desk.
Thank you.

ALEX

DORLAN moves toward the door and opens it for “Hannah,” who
says to ANDERSON over her shoulder:
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BETH
Oh, and if you could tell the math
teacher who confiscated Alex’s
journal to kindly back off, I’d
appreciate that as well.
ANDERSON nods.
BETH (CONT’D)
Thanks, hon. Good day to you, Mr.
Dorlan.
DORLAN
Goodbye, Ms. Barnett.
BETH and ALEX leave the office the door is shut behind them.
They walk casually down the hall until they turn to a more
secluded part of the building. They burst into laughter and
scurry to the women’s restroom.
INT. WOMEN’S RESTROOM
BETH and ALEX enter, still laughing, breathing heavily.
ALEX
Holy shit! I can’t believe that
worked! You actually pulled it off!
BETH
I know! It was awesome! You played
along famously. Very chill.
BETH begins to pull off her Hannah costume. She takes off the
scarf and the wig and washes her face.
ALEX
I mean, really, you were amazing!
How did you know that Dickinson
poem?
Beth says between splashes:
BETH
I memorized it last year for extra
credit.
Beth dries her face.
BETH (CONT’D)
So, do you think you underestimated
me?
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ALEX
Maybe just a little. And thanks for
all the compliments.
BETH
C’mon guy. I was acting like your
mom. She would have said all that
stuff. But yeah, I don’t call you
Picasso just to be funny.
BETH goes to the back of the restroom where we saw ALEX’s
locker earlier. She pulls her bookbag out from behind a
different loose cement block. She removes her clothes from
the bookbag.
ALEX
I see you got your own locker.
BETH
Yeah, after all this craziness, I
think it’s for the best.
Agreed.

ALEX

BETH
Alright, kid, excuse yourself.
Oh, sorry.

ALEX

ALEX goes back to the sink area and takes out his notebook.
He begins flipping through it.
ALEX (CONT’D)
It’s good to have my journal back.
I started writing in a shitty
little replacement, but it just
wasn’t the same.
BETH emerges from the stall dressed as herself in black pants
and a white top.
BETH
You wanna get out of here? I’m
hungry.
ALEX
And go where? It’s not even sixth
period yet anyway.
BETH
Come on. My old man let me drive
the car to school today.
(MORE)
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BETH (CONT'D)
I parked in visitor parking so we
wouldn’t get hassled by that loser
parking Nazi in the student lot.
Let’s go to the mall!

ALEX
(with sarcasm)
Woohoo...the mall. (seriously)
Wait, you planned to leave? You
have GOT to start informing me of
your schemes if I’m going to
continue to be a part of them.
BETH
Noted. Anyway, I don’t want to
shop, dummie! I want to chow down
in the food court!
ALEX
Hey, I’m one of this school’s most
gifted students! Show some respect!
BETH grabs ALEX’s arm and they sneak out of the school to the
parking lot.
INT. MALL FOOD COURT - LATER
ALEX and BETH sit at a table eating gyros. The area is not
crowded on the weekday afternoon.
BETH
Mmm...wasn’t this a great idea!
Aren’t you glad you’re not sitting
in history?
ALEX
Yeah, I think I’ll miss an exam
review though.
BETH
Please, like it matters. You
probably have a 99 average in there
anyway.
She takes a huge bite of food.
ALEX
You know what’s weird about your
performance today?
BETH
(with mouth full)
Everything?
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ALEX
Well, yeah, but particularly the
comment you made about the candy.
My mom really is allergic to
nuts...peanuts anyway.
BETH sips her drink.
BETH
That is weird. I did a better job
than I thought! I truly “became the
character.”
ALEX
Don’t get cocky, Cassaway.
BETH
Hey I can gloat a little! I just
convinced our assistant principal
that I was your mom!
She playfully pulls of piece from her sandwich and tosses it
at ALEX.
ALEX
Hey! What the hell?
ALEX takes his straw from his drink and blows its contents
onto BETH.
BETH
(gasping)
Jerk!
ALEX
What are you gonna do? Beat me up
like you did to Chris Johnson?
Yeah!

BETH

BETH takes the rest of her sandwich and smashes it in ALEX’s
face. As her tries to escape she says:
BETH (CONT’D)
You enjoyed every second of me
spoon feeding that prick pieces of
his own ass!
ALEX flips his tray, causing his food to fall into BETH’s
lap. The two begin to struggle, tossing food--until a mall
cop yells from a distance:
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MALL COP
Hey you kids! What are you doing?
ALEX
Shit shit shit!
BETH
Time to peel out, Picasso, let’s
go.
We follow the messy BETH and ALEX as they run out of the mall
and back to HENRY’s car.
INT. HENRY’S CAR - LATER
ALEX
What the hell is wrong with you?
BETH
It was fun and you know it.
There’s a moment of silence. BETH pulls into a gas station
and stops the car. The turns to look at ALEX and smiles, he
look at her, and then they both burst into laughter.
BETH (CONT’D)
I think there’s some napkins in the
glove box. We should clean
ourselves up.
ALEX removes the napkins from the glove box. He hands some to
BETH and they wipe off the residue from the food fight.
BETH (CONT’D)
Man, I’m still hungry. I’m gonna go
in a get a snack.
BETH exits the car. ALEX says to himself as he removes food
bits from his hair:
ALEX
Of course you’re still hungry. You
threw all your food in my fucking
face.
BETH returns with a small pack of peanuts.
BETH
Want me to take you home?
Yeah.

ALEX
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BETH starts the car and pulls away from the gas station. ALEX
looks out the window.
ALEX (CONT’D)
Hey, that looks like my mom’s car.
BETH
Maybe it is. Let’s go see.
Why?

ALEX

BETH
I don’t know. Maybe your mom took
the time she would have been
talking to the school counselor to
go on a lunch date.
ALEX
My mom isn’t dating.
BETH parks near the car in question.
ALEX (CONT’D)
But that’s definitely her car.
BETH
OK, so what is she doing in a Thai
restaurant with an man?
What?
See?

ALEX
BETH

Through the window, BETH and ALEX can clearly see HANNAH, but
her male companion is not in clear view.
ALEX
Who is that guy?
BETH
Let’s go see!
ALEX begins to refuse, but BETH has already exited the car.
ALEX goes after her, but she has stopped midway to the
restaurant.
ALEX
What is it?
BETH
She’s with my dad!
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INT. THAI RESTAURANT - MOMENTS LATER
From inside the restaurant, we see several servers moving
across the scene. They are dressed in white shirts and black
pants--much like BETH. The women wear black scarves on the
hair. HANNAH and HENRY dine at a table on the other side of
the room, where they are unable to see BETH and ALEX enter.
We zoom to BETH’s, whose eyes are darting from side to side.
She’s thinking. ALEX’s voice distracts her.
ALEX
Remind me again, exactly what the
hell are we going to do in here?
Bust up our parents’...um, date
while we’re supposed to be in
school?
BETH has lost focus. She’s annoyed. They continue speaking in
hushed tones, even though there’s no chance of HENRY or
HANNAH hearing them across the busy restaurant.
BETH
Do you know how lame that just
sounded? Anyway, I don’t think I
like this situation.
ALEX
Maybe they’re not dating.
We see HANNAH take HENRY’s hand at their table. BETH turns to
ALEX and gives him a look.
ALEX (CONT’D)
OK, they’re on a date. Just don’t
do anything crazy, Madchen.
What?

BETH

ALEX
Nevermind. It’s German.
BETH
Well what the fuck does it mean?
ALEX
It doesn’t matter.
There is a pause as BETH stares at ALEX, intending for him to
come up with a better answer.
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ALEX (CONT’D)
Girl. It just means girl. (pause) I
mean, you call me “Picasso” all the
time. Why can’t I call you Madchen?
Nerd.
Psycho.
Hey!

BETH
ALEX
BETH

ALEX
Sorry. Look, we can’t just stand
here arguing in the door and
drawing attention to ourselves.
Right.

BETH

BETH pulls a black linen napkin from a nearby table and puts
it on her head, imitating the waitresses. She starts to move
away from ALEX, he reaches for her and grabs her hand,
slightly panicking as BETH has once again failed to share her
scheme with him. Their hands linger as she says:
BETH (CONT’D)
Don’t worry. I worked in a
restaurant for like six weeks last
year. They won’t even notce me.
She pulls away from him successfully, and he softly calls
after her:
ALEX
Wait! What? This is exactly the
kind of crazy shit I’m talking
about.
BETH moves into the part of the restaurant where only
employees go. ALEX gives up on discouraging her, he decides
to speak to his mother. We follow him to their table. HANNAH
spots him approach.
Alexander?
Hey, Mom.

HANNAH
ALEX

HANNAH
What on earth are you doing here?
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ALEX
Well, ah...first of all, hello Mr.
Cassaway. Good to see you again.
ALEX extends his hand to shake HENRY’s hand.
HENRY
(smiling)
Ah, good to see you too, Alex.
As ALEX pulls his hand back from the handshake, he knocks
over HENRY’s water glass, spilling the cold liquid into the
older man’s lap.
Damn!

HENRY (CONT’D)

Good Lord!

HANNAH

HENRY jumps from his seat, flinging his soaked napkin. HANNAH
hurries over to HENRY, napkins in hand, and begins padding
away at his wet pants.
ALEX
Sorry! Sorry! Shit! I’m sorry.
Now the staff begins to get involved. A waitress comes by to
clean up the spilled glass. The frantic scene slows. BETH,
carrying a tray of food on her shoulder that hides her face,
moves around the opposite side of the table. She takes the
small pack of peanuts from her pocket and stealthily taps one
or two onto HANNAH’s plate.
She returns the peanuts to her pocket and walks around the
table, taking ALEX by the arm as she passes. HANNAH and HENRY
are occupied by a manager who came to ask about the
commotion. The parents don’t notice as BETH and ALEX move
toward the door. BETH skillfully places the tray on a counter
on their way out.
ALEX turns his head as BETH practically drags him out the
door. He sees HENRY shake the manager’s hand and pull
HANNAH’s seat out for her as she looks around for ALEX.
INT. HENRY’S CAR - MOMENTS LATER
BETH and ALEX have fled the scene. BETH removes the napkin
from her hair and tosses it in the backseat.
ALEX
Are you sure your dad didn’t notice
you?
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BETH
How could he have? You washed out
his trousers with ice water.
ALEX
I really didn’t mean to spill water
on your dad.
BETH
Whatever. You don’t want him
courtin’ your ol’ lady.
ALEX
You seem to be more against it than
me.
BETH
Well, it’s weird.
Agreed.

ALEX

BETH
I mean, what if they get married?
Then you’ll be like...my
stepbrother.
ALEX
They had one lunch! I doubt they
have marriage plans.
BETH
As far as we know!
ALEX
What does it matter anyway? What if
they’re happy?
BETH
Well, what if we ever wanted to...
ALEX
Wanted to what? Throw food at each
other over dinner instead of a mall
food court? Become some of those
statue street performer people? Rob
a bank?
BETH
Dude, what the hell are you talking
about?
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ALEX
You’re just...you’re just
completely fucking capable of doing
anything...anything! (pauses) Did
you do anything to my mom?
BETH
You mean you weren’t impressed by
the way I handled that tray? It was
the day’s second masterful
performance.
ALEX
You can let me out here.
BETH pulls the car over. ALEX walks toward his house.
INT. CASSAWAY HOME - LATER
BETH walks in and bounds up the stairs, disappearing into her
room. She sits on her bed and begins eating from the small
pack of peanuts and reading a magazine. She flips to a page
that says “Fill in your three career choices.” In the first
blank, BETH writes “street performer,” then “bubble popper.”
As she moves to the third blank, she hears HENRY enter
downstairs. She pulls the blankets up over her body and shuts
off her lamp.
Seconds later, HENRY pokes his head in BETH’s door. It
appears she is sleeping. After he shuts the door, we hear
BETH rummaging through the peanut bag and munching.
INT. BARNETT HOME - NIGHT
ALEX sits in the living room reading “Complete Psychology” as
HANNAH comes through the door.
ALEX
(calling to her)
Hey, Mom, really sorry about
earlier.
HANNAH
The spill wasn’t the worst thing
that happened, dear.
ALEX
What do you mean?
ALEX turns to look at his mother. Her face is swollen with
red blotches.
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ALEX (CONT’D)
Mom, are you OK?
HANNAH
Oh, of course. I always keep my
pills on me. They must have just
let one peanut slip in somewhere in
the kitchen. I know I requested for
them to be left out.
ALEX
I’m so sorry that happened to you.
HANNAH is holding back tears.
HANNAH
It was so embarrassing! One bite
and a started puffing up. (pause)
Now why exactly weren’t you in
school at lunchtime?
ALEX
Oh, we uh...we had a pep ralley
today that lasted all afternoon.
Band performance and everything. A
friend and I ditched it. I saw your
car on the way home. Are you mad? I
didn’t miss any classes.
HANNAH
No, I know you didn’t miss any
instruction time, but honestly
Alex, would it pain you so to show
a little school spirit?
ALEX
It would pain me, Mom. It would
pain me greatly.
HANNAH
Pfft. OK, son. You can save all
your school spirit for college.
That’s when it counts anyway. I’m
going to bed.
HANNAH gives ALEX and awkward hug, trying not to touch her
swollen cheek to his. She disappears into her room.
INT. BARNETT HOME- ALEX’S ROOM - NEXT MORNING
The phone rings. ALEX’s hand juts out from under the covers
and grabs it. He pulls it to his face under the blanket. We
can only see his shape under the blanket and the phone cord.
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ALEX
Hello? What? No. I just don’t
really want to talk to you right
now. (pause) I’m hostile because
all I did was dampen your dad’s
pants and you could have seriously
hurt my mom!
INT. CASSAWAY HOME- BETH’S ROOM - MORNING
BETH is sitting at her desk on the phone.
BETH
It was just one little nut! That’s
can’t kill her! (pause) Yes I
understand how food allergies work.
Yeah. OK. No I didn’t want to hurt
her, just give her a few hives...
that’s it. And that’s all that
happened.
INT. BARNETT HOME- ALEX’S ROOM
ALEX
I don’t care. It’s not cool this
time. I’m not fucking laughing.
ALEX’s hand emerges from under the blankets. He attempts to
slam the phone on its receiver; he is successful the third
time.
INT. CASSAWAY HOME- BETH’S ROOM
BETH sits staring at the phone.
BETH
It was just one peanut.
INT. BARNETT HOME- ALEX’S ROOM - NIGHT
ALEX sits playing a video game on his computer with his
headphones on. He pulls them off when he hears a car horn. He
opens the window and sees BETH waving from HENRY’s car,
parked in front of his house. He shakes his head and returns
to his computer. He’s about to put his headphones back on
when he hears the thud of a medium-sized cucumber on the
floor behind him. It has a note attached to it with a rubber
band that says “I’m sorry.”
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A second cucumber sails through the window. ALEX picks it up
and reads its note: “Forgive me? Want to go to a party?”
ALEX sits back against his bed and considers the invitation
for a moment. Soon an ear of yellow corn lands near his feet.
He picks it up and reads: “Come on, don’t be corny!” He rolls
his eyes and stands up, grabs his jacket and heads out the
door. From his window we see him moments later walking across
the yard and getting in the car with BETH.
INT. HENRY’S CAR - MOMENTS LATER
BETH
So glad you could join me!
ALEX
Yeah, just no more surprises,
Madchen.
BETH
Loud and clear.
ALEX
So, whose party are we going to?
BETH
Jessica Warren’s.
ALEX
What? Where you invited?
BETH
Sure. I have a few classes with
her.
So?

ALEX

BETH
Sooo...here we are!
EXT. JESSICA’S HOUSE - EVENING
BETH parks on street already packed with cars. She and ALEX
make their way to the front door of JESSICA’s house. ALEX
raises his fist as if to knock, but BETH just opens the door
and walks in.
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INT. JESSICA’S HOUSE - EVENING
No one is in the first room. BETH and ALEX pass an open door
in the hallway, a bathroom.
BETH
I hear everybody on the porch.
ALEX
I’m going to the bathroom. I’ll
meet up with you.
OK.

BETH

ALEX slips into the hall bathroom and we follow BETH further
into the house as the sounds of a crowd’s laughter and
chatter gets louder. She finally enters the room where
JESSICA, ASHLEY, BRITTANY, JAMES, CHRIS, and a few others are
sitting around a table drinking from red cups. There are
cards, change, and ping-pong balls strewn across the table.
BETH (CONT’D)
Hey everybody!
Heads turn. We see looks of surprise and confusion mixed with
disgust.
Beth?

JESSICA

Beth!

BRITTANY

JESSICA
What are you doing here?
BRITTANY stands up, obviously drunk, and stumbles over to
BETH. She gives her a half hug. She whispers in BETH’s ear:
BRITTANY
Ohmigawd, I gotta pee so bad!
BETH
You should go take care of that.
OK.

BRITTANY

BRITTANY winks at BETH and takes a few steps toward the hall.
She slips out of her shoe and struggles to fix it as the
goes.
JESSICA
Anyway...I don’t know why you’re
here.
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BETH
You’re having a party.
JESSICA
Yeah, but that doesn’t mean just
anyone can come. Look around. Do
you really think you belong here?
ASHLEY
We’re nice to you at school because
we like to make fun of people in
your stupid pictures.
JESSICA
Right, but that doesn’t mean we
want to hang out with you.
ASHLEY
We’re not your friends or anything.
You’re...like, weird.
BETH
What about Brittany?
JESSICA
She’s drunk.
And dumb.

ASHLEY

The crowd laughs. BETH scans the room for a sympathizer. No
takers.
JESSICA
James, please make sure Beth finds
her way out the door.
No way.
What?

JAMES
ASHLEY

JAMES
I said no. That girl will break my
nose this time. Plus I’m not your
party security guard, Jessica. I’m
here to drink beer, not bounce
little ninja girls.
JESSICA
Don’t be such a puss! Just get her
out of here!
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CHRIS
Shutup, bitch. You didn’t see what
happened to us. She’s got some kind
of special spy kick-ass training.
JESSICA
Oh my god! How dare you call me a
bitch in my own house!
The entire crowd joins in the argument. Their words become a
din of profanity. BETH tries to be heard above them:
BETH
Fuck this. I’ll leave!
BETH takes out the eyelash adhesive out of her pocket and
tosses it to JESSICA.
BETH (CONT’D)
Thanks for letting me borrow this,
Jess!
ASHLEY and the rest of the group laugh--except Jessica. BETH
storms into the hall.
INT. JESSICA’S HOUSE-KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER
Beth walks into the kitchen she sees a smiley face magnet on
the refrigerator that reads, “Good friends, good times.” She
pulls the magnet off and tosses it across the room. It smack
a large bottle of vodka on a counter. The vodka is
accompanied by a collection of several half-drunk liquor
bottles.
BETH
Party for one!
INT. JESSICA’S HOUSE-HALLWAY
We see BRITTANY leaning against the wall, making her way to
the bathroom. When she gets near the door, ALEX opens it.
BRITTANY
(high-pitched and gleeful)
Oh HI!
Hello.

ALEX

BRITTANY attempts to hug him, but she falters and ALEX
catches her.
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ALEX (CONT’D)
Whoa. Do you need some help?
BRITTANY straightens herself.
BRITTANY
Mmmhmm. Don’t you go to my school?
What’s your name?
ALEX
Alex Barnett.
BRITTANY
Oh yeah I think I’ve seen you
before! You’re kinda cute...
BRITTANY grabs ALEX by the shirt with both hands and pushes
him back into the bathroom.
INT. JESSICA’S HOUSE-BATHROOM
BRITTANY slams the ambushed ALEX against the sink. Towels and
sea-shell shaped soaps topple to the floor. BRITTANY spins
around and jumps up to sit on the sink, still with ALEX in
her clutches. She overshoots her target and her butt falls in
the sink. She sits back, giggling, and wraps her legs around
ALEX.
ALEX
Whoa, hey, are you all right?
BRITTANY
Oh, I’m fine. Fine. You’re sweet...
BRITTANY leans in to kiss ALEX, but he deflects her.
ALEX
OK, all right. Where are your
friends? Who did you come here
with?
ALEX lifts BRITTANY out of the sink. She stands leaning on
him.
INT. JESSICA’S HOUSE-KITCHEN
The White Stripes’ “Little Cream Soda” begins to play as BETH
takes a swig he from the vodka bottle and sets it upside down
in the sink.
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BETH
Oops! Did I spill your alcohol,
Jessica? Well, since we’re not
friends and all...maybe I should
pour out the rest.
JUMP CUTS during music:
1. BETH takes a drink and pours out the rest.
2. Three more bottles hit the sink.
3. BETH takes a swig from two different bottles.
4. Another bottle in the sink.
5. BETH dancing.
6. BETH loosing her balance and laughing.
The music ends and we focus on the sink full of empty
bottles. As we move away from the sink BETH, who is lying on
a counter, comes into view. JAMES and CHRIS enter the
kitchen.
JAMES
Look, man, I thought ninja girl
left.
CHRIS
Me too. (looks at sink) Damn! Did
she drink all that?
JAMES
Looks that way. Check it out.
JAMES lifts BETH’s wrist and lets go. Her hands falls hard
against the counter. She does not stir.
CHRIS
Holy shit! She’s out.
CHRIS leans over in BETH’s face and says:
CHRIS (CONT’D)
Lost all your super powers when you
get all super drunk, huh?
CHRIS turns to JAMES.
CHRIS (CONT’D)
You know what, man? I’m still
getting shit for what this chick
pulled in health class.
(MORE)
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CHRIS (CONT’D)
Coach started calling me
“Christina.” (pause) I know we’re
just supposed to forget about it,
but...

JAMES
I know, dude. She popped me in the
nose and embarrassed the fuck outta
both of us. Twice! First that
drawing then the beating. What was
I supposed to do? Hit her back?
CHRIS
Nah, man. We can’t hit her back,
but we can get her back.
CHRIS starts to slide his arms under BETH as if to pick her
up. When he tries, BETH’s camera falls out of her pocket.
JAMES picks it up.
JAMES
What are we going to do?
CHRIS picks up BETH. She is limp in his arms.
CHRIS
Bring that. I have an idea.
JAMES and CHRIS exit the kitchen and go upstairs.
INT. JESSICA’S HOUSE-BATHROOM
BRITTANY
(slurring)
I don’t know...I gotta pee.
ALEX
Oh, OK, I’ll let you handle that.
ALEX turns to leave; BRITTANY grabs his arm.
BRITTANY
Wait! I thought you wanted to help
me!
What?

ALEX

BRITTANY
You asked if I needed help. Well I
do. I don’t think I can do it by
myself. Look it-
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BRITTANY attempts to sit on the toilet, but she nearly slips
off the side. ALEX steadies her by putting his hand on her
shoulder.
BRITTANY (CONT’D)
Oh yeah! That works! Stay there!
ALEX turns his head and shuts his eyes as BRITTANY relieves
herself.
INT. JESSICA’S HOUSE-UPSTAIRS BEDROOM
CHRIS sets BETH down on the bed and removes her shirt.
JAMES
Hey, man! What the fuck are you
doing?
CHRIS
Relax. We’re just going to take
some pictures and show them at
school. Humiliate her. That’s all.
JAMES
Like she did to us.
Exactly.
Twice.

CHRIS
JAMES

CHRIS
Yeah. So...OK. Get on the bed and
lay her head in your lap.
JAMES
What? I don’t want to be in the
pictures. I have the camera. You
get on the bed.
CHRIS
Give me the damn camera. I’m not
going to show your dumbass face.
JAMES
Whatever, man. Don’t be an asshole.
JAMES climbs onto the bed and does as he was told. CHRIS
snaps a picture.
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INT. JESSICA’S HOUSE-HALLWAY
BRITTANY and ALEX emerge from the bathroom. ALEX leads her to
the end of the hall. As they pass the kitchen, ALEX says:
ALEX
You should probably have something
to drink.
BRITTANY
Hell yeah. Wanna do a shot?
ALEX just gives her a smile and deposits her in a seat at the
kitchen table. He gets a plastic cup from the counter and
fills it with water. BRITTANY doesn’t watch him, she’s
playinhg with her hair and humming loudly.
ALEX
Here. Have a drink. You’ll be glad
you did tomorrow.
BRITTANY
Why? What is it?
ALEX
Ah...very expensive vodka. It’s
been filtered so many times that
it’s virtually tasteless. Try it.
BRITTANY throws her head back and gulps down the water. Her
head rolls around when she’s finished.
Wow.

BRITTANY

Brittany lays her head on the table and passes out. ALEX
takes a cushion off the seat beside her and lays it under her
head. He takes the empty cup back to the sink and refills it.
As he sets the water near BRITTANY her turns his head toward
the stairs when he hears voices and laughter coming from an
upstairs room. We follow him up the stairs and into the
bedroom.
INT. JESSICA’S HOUSE-UPSTAIRS BEDROOM
As ALEX walks in the door, we see that CHRIS and JAMES are
enjoying their photo shoot with unconscious BETH, who is
sprawled on the bed.
ALEX
What the fuck are you doing?
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JAMES and CHRIS turn to ALEX with worried faces, but when
they realize who he is, their faces turn to amused.
JAMES
I think the question is...what the
fuck are you doing here, Barnett?
CHRIS
Is this your little ninja
girlfriend, you piece of shit?
JAMES
What are you going to do now that
she can’t defend you?
ALEX
She’s not my girlfriend. I don’t
even like her.
JAMES pushes ALEX against the wall and grabs him by the
throat.
JAMES
That was your signature on that
drawing and me and Chris?
CHRIS takes a picture of ALEX being choked.
ALEX
(choking)
Yeah.
JAMES releases him. ALEX rubs his throat and breathes deeply.
ALEX (CONT’D)
I never meant for it to be shown to
a whole class. I drew because you
guys were being insufferable
assholes to me, and then this bitch
stole it from my notebook and
showed it to your math class.
CHRIS
All right, man, I can give you
that. Maybe we were assholes. But
this girl ruined our reputations
with Coach. I don’t want to be
Christina for two more years!
Huh?

ALEX
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JAMES
Listen, man. We just want to make
her look bad. We have go get our
respect back. (pause) Help us and
we won’t fuck with you any more.
CHRIS passes the camera to ALEX. CHRIS and JAMES move BETH
around on the bed.
CHRIS
Man, get a piture of her with TWO
dudes! Then she’ll really look like
a whore.
JAMES
Ha--yeah, just don’t get our faces
in the picture.
ALEX takes the picture and slams the camera to the floor. It
busts into several pieces.

Hey!

CHRIS

JAMES
What the fuck, dude!?

JAMES and CHRIS scramble to salvage the camera. They both
crouch down to gather the pieces. ALEX, still standing,
knocks their heads together; the slump to the floor. ALEX
picks up BETH’s shirt and struggles to redress her quickly.
He pulls her from the bed, setting her feet on the floor and
putting her arm over his shoulders. He calls her name and
shakes her as he drags her from the room.
INT. JESSICA’S HOUSE-KITCHEN
ALEX pulls BETH down the stairs into the kitchen where
BRITTANY stirs when she hears ALEX say:
ALEX
Beth! Wake up! Time to walk now!
Come on! Where are your keys?
BRITTANY slowly gets up and walks over to ALEX, who is
digging through BETH’s pockets. He finds her car keys.
BRITTANY
(still slurring)
Is she OK?
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ALEX
Yeah, she’ll be fine. She had too
much...tasteless vodka. I just need
to get her home.
BRITTANY
OK! I’ll tell Jess’ca you guys are
leaving.
ALEX
No! Wait! I haven’t seen Jessica. I
don’t think she knows I’m here.
Let’s keep it that way, OK?
BRITTANY
Like a secret?
ALEX
Yeah, like a secret. Just between
me and you.
BRITTANY
Me and you!
BRITTANY jumps up and kisses ALEX on the cheek. She moves her
face around and makes a “muah” noise for several seconds.
ALEX just accepts it.
ALEX
OK. Right. Right. (pause) So
listen, is there a way I can get
out of here without going past
everyone else?
BRITTANY
Oh sure I know that! There’s a way
out of the garage.
ALEX
Great! Will you show me?
BRITTANY
Sure honey. This is exciting!
BRITTANY trots off through and adjacent room to a door that
leads to the garage. ALEX follows, still dragging BETH.
BRITTANY (CONT’D)
OK, just go through here. (tone
changes to whiny) I hate that you
have to leave though! But I’ll keep
our secret.
ALEX winks at her as he says:
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ALEX
Thanks, sweetie.
BRITTANY giggles. ALEX and BETH disappear into the garage.
BRITTANY stands there waving.
INT. JESSICA’S HOUSE-UPSTAIRS BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER
JAMES and CHRIS are still knocked out on the floor. They
begin to come to, shaking and rubbing their heads.
CHRIS
Ow! Goddammit!
JAMES
What happened?
CHRIS
Superbitch’s boyfriend sabotaged
us.
JAMES looks at the broken pieces of camera. We focus on the
undisturbed memory card on the floor and JAMES picks it up as
he says:
JAMES
Nah, man. All he did was break his
girlfriend’s camera.
EXT. HENRY’S CAR - NIGHT
From in front of the car we see ALEX open the passenger door
and place BETH in the seat. He buckles her in and goes to the
driver’s side.
INT. HENRY’S CAR - NIGHT
Spoon’s “Paper Tiger” begins playing as ALEX slides into the
driver’s seat. He fumbles with the keys until he finds the
right one and starts the car. When he makes the first turn,
BETH’s body shifts hard toward him. He struggles to
straighten her and drive.
From a back seat POV, we watch ALEX driving and BETH sleeping
as the music continues and streetlights pass.
ALEX
Beth! Hey, Beth. How do we get to
your house?
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BETH
(softly)
Zooloo.
ALEX
What? Zooloo? Zooloo street?
BETH
Zoooooolooooo!
BETH cracks up and turns her head to the other side as she
falls back to inebriated sleep.
EXT. BARNETT HOME - NIGHT
ALEX parks HENRY’s car and helps BETH out of the car and into
the house.
INT. BARNETT HOME- ALEX’S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER
ALEX places BETH onto the couch in his room. He throws a
blanket over her and turns off the light. The music ends.
INT. BARNETT HOME- ALEX’S ROOM - NEXT MORNING
BETH wakes to the ringing of BETH’s cell phone. Neither stir.
The phone rings four or five times. It beeps to let her know
she has a voicemail. She finally turns over and picks up the
phone. We hear her dial her voicemail and listen:
HENRY (V.O.)
(angrily)
Elizabeth? This is your father.
Where’s my car and where the hell
are you? Come home right now.
BETH hangs up. And tosses the blanket off her. She looks
around bewildered until she sees ALEX in his bed.
BETH
(loudly)
Shit!
ALEX sits up.
What?

ALEX

BETH
Why did you bring me here? Where’s
my dad’s car?
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ALEX
It’s outside. And you’re welcoming
for bringing you her last night.
You got completely obliterated and
I saved your ass.
BETH
(getting louder)
You could have taken me home! Now
my dad’s really pissed I stayed out
all night with his car!
ALEX
(matching her tone)
I would have taken you home! I
asked you how to get to your house
and you were so trashed all you
could say was “zooloo.”
An awkward silence passes between them with their eyes locked
on each other, BETH staring at ALEX with disbelief.
ALEX (CONT’D)
Yeah. “Zooloo.” Exactly how was I
supposed to turn that into
directions?
BETH’s phone rings again.
BETH
Fuck this. (with sarcasm) I’d stay,
but I have to go home and get
grounded. Thanks a lot. See you at
school tomorrow.
BETH walks toward the door. She answers her phone.
BETH (CONT’D)
Dad! I’m coming there now. No. Now!
BETH hangs up the phone and slams the door on the way out.
ALEX yells after her:
ALEX
Yeah. I’m fucking looking forward
to it!
ALEX picks up the ear of corn from the floor and tosses it in
the trash can. We see the corn sail into the bin. The note
falls off and lands to the side of the trash can. We see
BETH’s handwriting: “Want to go to a party?”
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INT. CASSAWAY HOME - NEXT MORNING
BETH is about to walk out the door to catch the bus. HENRY
sits at a table drinking coffee.
Beth?
Sir?

HENRY
BETH

HENRY
(stern)
Don’t let it slip your mind: I
expect you straight home after
school today and everyday for the
next week.
BETH sighs as she opens the door.
BETH
All right, pops.
BETH exits and shuts the door.
INT. SCHOOL BUS - MOMENTS LATER
BETH walks down the narrow bus aisle. She sees JESSICA,
ASHLEY AND BRITTANY in their usual spot. They glance at her
haughtily and turn away, laughing and pointing. BETH takes a
seat alone and puts her earbuds in.
INT. HANNAH’S CAR - MOMENTS LATER
ALEX accepts a kiss from his mother and exits her car; he
walks into the school.
INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY - MORNING
We follow ALEX inside. He stops short when he comes near a
row of lockers each covered with the same flyer. He
scrutinizes the flyers, which declare “BETH CASSAWAY IS A
SLUT!” and “ALEX BARNETT IS A PUSSY!” Complete with two
decent-quality pictures: one of Beth sans shirt and the other
of ALEX with hands around his throat.
We pull back and see that it is now BETH looking at the
flyer. She gasps. She ducks into a classroom when she sees
DORLAN down the hall angrily ripping flyers off lockers.
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INT. DORLAN’S OFFICE - LATER
DORLAN is sitting at his desk. He picks up his microphone and
places it squarely in front of him. He straightens his tie,
clears his throat and flips the switch.
The screen splits into three: BETH and ALEX appear in corner
boxes (they should be in separate classrooms). DORLAN’s tie
hanging behind the microphone can still be seen in the long
top box.
DORLAN
(into the microphone)
Listen up Eagles! One more quick
announcement for the day! Would the
following students please report to
my office: Alexander Barnett and
Elizabeth Cassaway. I repeat,
Alexander Barnett and Elizabeth
Cassaway, report to my office
immediately.
In the top box, we pull back from the microphone to reveal
HANNAH and HENRY in DORLAN’s office as BETH and ALEX react to
the announcement in their boxes by standing up, gathering
their things and moving toward the door as classmates
snicker.
The top box stretches over the other two and continues to
pull back from DORLAN’s desk. The camera is now in the
hallway looking into his office through his door.
BETH and ALEX come into the scene, bickering. The stop
silently when they turn into DORLAN’s office and see their
parents.
INT. DORLAN’S OFFICE - DAY
DORLAN
Alex, Beth, please come in and have
a seat next to your parents.
ALEX and BETH timidly slip into their chairs. BETH looks at
HENRY, but is face is cold and his arms are folded. She
shudders. ALEX looks at HANNAH, who returns with a wounded
gaze.
DORLAN (CONT’D)
Alex, you and Miss Cassaway here
have broken many, many of West
Lake’s rules.
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BETH
Yeah? Which ones?
DORLAN opens his mouth to answer BETH, but HENRY beats him to
it.
HENRY
(seriously)
You will speak when spoken to.
BETH sits back. DORLAN continues.
DORLAN
Well now, when Ms. Barnett here
called Ms. Anderson to reschedule
their meeting from last week. Ms.
Anderson reminder her that we all
met last week. When Ms. Barnett
disagreed, Ms. Anderson notified me
of the situation. (pause) Then,
after I met Ms. Barnett here and
the drama teacher had reported a
blond wig missing, I figured out
what you had done. (pause) You’re
quite crafty, Miss Cassaway, but
this time you’ve been caught.
BETH
And I would have gotten away with
it if it weren’t for you meddling
kids!
HENRY
Oh, Lizzy. For christsake!
BETH
Sorry, Dad.
DORLAN
And I don’t know what this business
is with these horrible, vulgar
flyers, but you two should see to
it that no more of these are
visible in my school before you
leave!
ALEX
Isn’t someone going to get in
trouble for making those flyers?
That’s defamation.
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DORLAN
Yes, of course. (pause) So, I have
decided to suspend both of you for
three days, starting today. Your
parents can do what they will with
you. See you back at school on
Thursday. Good bye!
DORLAN stands and reaches across his desk to shake the hands
of HANNAH and HENRY.
INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER
ALEX
I told you your crazy scheme
wouldn’t work! I’ve never been
suspended!
BETH
Sorry for staining your record
there, friend. I was just trying to
help. Now I’m grounded and
suspended because of you.
ALEX
(shouting)
Because of me?? You’re a lunatic!
HANNAH
That’s quite enough, Alexander.
Let’s go. You’re suspended AND
grounded as well.
HENRY
Come on, kid. You can help me clean
out the gutters and mow the lawn
before you clean your room and
never drive again.
ALEX and BETH moan as their parents drag them in separate
directions.
INT. BARNETT HOME- ALEX’S ROOM - NEXT DAY
ALEX is sitting at his computer. We can see him instant
messaging with BETH:
Lizadeth: Sorry I blamed you for getting grounded. That was
totally my fault.
Alexx91: Yeah, it was. But I’m sorry I called you a lunatic.
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Lizadeth: I didn’t mean to get so wasted. I was just pouring
out all of Jessica’s liquor because she pissed me off. I
guess I sipped as I went.
Alexx91: I guess so.
Lizadeth: I’m sooo bored! Can I come over?
Alexx91: Aren’t you grounded? I’m grounded.
Lizadeth: Be there in 5.
We pull back from the screen as BETH signs off. ALEX turns on
his computer game and puts on his headphones and begins
playing.
The screen reads: “Seven Minutes Later.” ALEX jumps in his
seat and removes his headphones as BETH enters the room.
Shit!

ALEX

BETH
What? You know I was coming.
ALEX
Yeah, but that was fast.
BETH
I said five minutes!
ALEX
Did my mom see you?
BETH
Isn’t your mom at work?
ALEX looks at the clock on his computer.
ALEX
Oh yeah. I guess I’m not used to
being here at this time on a
weekday.
BETH flops into the gaming chair she’s sat in before.
BETH
So, what are we going to do to get
back at those meathead jocks?
ALEX
What? No. Really. No more. They got
humiliated at school and so did we.
(MORE)
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ALEX (CONT'D)
Let’s just call it even and move
on.

BETH
Move on? Dude, they called you a
pussy! And me a slut! You think we
should just let that go...
ALEX
I’m sure the flyers aren’t up
anymore.
BETH
So what? They were everywhere. The
whole school saw them. We didn’t
get suspended long enough for
everyone to forget what my bra
looks like.
ALEX
What do you want to do? If we
retaliate so will they and it will
just keep going on and on until
someone, probably me, gets
expelled!
BETH
Not if we get them so good they
don’t care come back.
BETH gets a devious grin. ALEX can see her wheels turning.
ALEX
What have you come up with now?
BETH starts rocking excitedly in the gaming chair as she
explains:
BETH
We start a magazine!
Magazine?

ALEX

BETH
Yeah. You see people in class all
the time with our lame-ass school
newspaper.
ALEX
Yeah, but I don’t know why. The
last big story was about a lunch
lady’s retirement party.
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BETH
Right? Gag. What if we produced
something they actually wanted to
read?
ALEX
I’m listening.
BETH
With your writing and my
pictures...
ALEX
Ah, Beth, I kinda destroyed your
camera.
BETH
I know, Picasso. No worries though.
I backed up all my pictures.
BETH pulls a flash drive from her keychain.
BETH (CONT’D)
And as for the camera, always buy
the warranty.
ALEX takes the flash drive and inserts it into his computer.
He opens the file and begins flipping through BETH’s photos.
ALEX
Some of these are pretty funny.
BETH
I know, right! Look at that one of
that chowderhead Chris picking his
nose, and there’s Ashley picking
dandruff from her brush, and
Brittany...
ALEX
We should leave Brittany out of
this.
BETH
Why? You weren’t there to hear what
they said to me!
ALEX
I know, but she’s not like the
others.
BETH
How do you know?
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ALEX
You weren’t there.
BETH looks confused.
BETH
Anyway, so you think you could
write a story we could illustrate
with these photos?
ALEX
Sure. I can think of something that
involves boogers and dandruff. It’s
brilliant considering our target
audience.
BETH
Right! So let’s get started. Got a
lap top?
Music begins to play as we see ALEX get a laptop for BETH.
She turns it on and opens Photoshop. ALEX hands her the flash
drive.
JUMP CUTS:
1. ALEX opens a word document and begins typing.
2. BETH turns a photo black and white.
3. ALEX types more. We see he’s on page 12.
4. BETH places black bars over the eyes of the people in the
photos.
5. ALEX opens an attachment in his email and places the black
and white photo into his document.
The music ends and BETH looks at her watch.
BETH (CONT’D)
Shit! My dad will be home soon.
We’ll finish this tomorrow, OK?
What do you think of a color cover?
ALEX
Sounds good.
BETH
All right. See ya!
BETH exits. Alex continues typing. We zoom in on the text.
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INT. BARNETT HOME- ALEX’S ROOM - NEXT DAY
We are focused on the same text, but when we zoom out we see
that it is now on a piece of printed paper lying amongst
others on ALEX’s bed. He paces, going through each page. BETH
enters.
Hey! Wow.

BETH

ALEX
Yeah. I finished the copy. Now we
just need to proofread and design
the front.
BETH and ALEX grab a stack of papers and music starts playing
again.
1. They mark corrections on the papers.
2. BETH pulls the flyer from her pocket and they scan it in.
3. The open the flyer and isolate the pictures of themselves.
4. Many color copies of the cover come from the printer.
5. They bind the papers with a plastic “spine” and staple the
magazine together.
INT. BARNETT HOME- ALEX’S ROOM - LATER
We focus on BETH and ALEX’s faces. They are lying on the
floor looking exhausted. As we zoom out we can see the huge
stack of completed magazines on ALEX’s bed. We focus on the
color cover, which has clippings of the pictures of BETH and
ALEX from the flyer. It reads “SLUSSY MAGAZINE: Servicing
LWHS since 2009.”
INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY - NEXT MORNING
We are still focused on the magazine cover. We back up and
see that it’s ALEX carrying a stack of magazines. He opens a
vacant locker with no padlock (his assigned locker) and
deposits the magazine. We see BETH nearby handing out sheets
to passing students that reads: “Support student media! Pick
up the newest edition of SLUSSY MAGAZINE in locker 3008!”
The bell rings and ALEX and BETH disappear into classrooms
with the rest of the students. We are still focused on locker
3008 as time speeds up and we see students picking up copies
of SLUSSY throughout the day.
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INT. DORLAN’S OFFICE - LATER
BETH and ALEX sit across from DORLAN. He has a copy of SLUSSY
on his desk. He is looking at the page that reads: Written,
edited, illustrated, published and distributed by Alex
Barnett and Beth Cassaway.
DORLAN
Really, people. You just got back
from suspension and this is what
you do?
ALEX
We made it while we were suspended.
DORLAN
Didn’t you learn anything from your
punishment?
BETH
Sure, we learned not to break your
rules.
DORLAN
Then why did you? Several students
have complained that they did not
give you permission to use their
images in this...this publication.
Chris Johnson, Jessica Warren,
Ashley Talmadge...
ALEX
OK, but we haven’t broken any
rules.
BETH
That’s why were disguised everyone
in the pictures. As long as we hide
their identity, we don’t need their
permission to print a photograph of
them. It’s their fault if they’ve
let the whole school know it’s them
in the pictures.
ALEX
Right. And with all due respect Mr.
Dorlan, our school paper...it,
well...it sucks. We’re just trying
to encourage the arts at LWHS. Turn
to the next page.
DORLAN turns the page and reads: “Are you enough of a SLUSSY
to contribute? Send us your poems, stories, photos and
columns to slussymag@mail.com.
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If we receive your entry by March 30, it will be considered
for publication in next month’s issue of SLUSSY!
BETH
See? It’s a literary magazine for
the school.
ALEX
Right. For the school.
Right.

BETH

DORLAN
Fine. Fine. But in order for me to
allow you to continue, you’ll have
to go through the proper process of
establishing a student
organization, starting with
appointing a faculty adviser.
LAUDER, whose been listening in the hall, bops into the room.
LAUDER
I’ll do it! I’d been glad to do it!
Mr. Dorlan have you read this
story? It’s skillfully written and
hilarious. They’ve managed to work
these random pictures into one
cohesive work of literature.
Thank you.

ALEX

Thank you.

BETH

DORLAN leans back in his chair and sighs.
DORLAN
Very well. Ms. Lauder, how long
were you standing out there?
LAUDER
Oh, just a second. You know, this
magazine really is a great idea. We
could gain more partners in
education through advertising, we
could...
DORLAN
(cuts her off)
I’ll let you go over the details
with your students, Ms. Lauder.
(pause) Now if you’ll all excuse
me, I have other work to do.
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BETH, ALEX and LAUDER exit DORLAN’s office. As they walk back
to class, almost every student we see in the hallway has a
copy of SLUSSY. We see Brittany pointing and laughing at her
copy until JESSICA rips it from her hands and ASHLEY stomps
on it. BRITTANY shrugs and goes over to another group of
girls who are looking at SLUSSY. JAMES and CHRIS walk by, and
we see students sticking their fingers in their nose and
laughing as they pass.
INT. BARNETT HOME- ALEX’S ROOM - EVENING
ALEX sits at his computer. BETH enters.
Hey.

BETH

ALEX
Hey. I’m glad you’re here. I was
just about to check the inbox for
SLUSSY.
BETH
Oh cool. Yeah, I came with my dad.
He said he needed to give something
back to your mom. (pause) You know,
I guess I don’t have a problem if
they date.
ALEX
Yeah, I’ll be an easy-going
stepbrother, Madchen.
BETH
Ugh, don’t say that! Anyway, why
shouldn’t they date? It’s not like
it’ll be weird for us because we
won’t ever want to...ya know.
Date?
Right.
Right.

ALEX
BETH
ALEX

BETH
So, let’s see what we’ve got for
SLUSSY.
ALEX clicks on the inbox. More than 100 messages appear.
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ALEX
I think next month’s issue will
need to be bigger.
BETH
I think we need to hire a copy
editor!
ALEX
And a distribution manager!
BETH
And a layout specialist!
BETH begins jumping up and down, squealing.
BETH (CONT’D)
Eeeee! We stuck it to those jerks
AND we made a real magazine! Eeee!
Music begins to play as BETH leans down and hugs ALEX. When
she pulls back, her face lingers near his. He leans forward
until his lips touch hers. She sits in his lap. They continue
to kiss as we zoom out ALEX’s window. We zoom farther and we
can clearly see HANNAH and HENRY making out in the next
window over.
BLACKOUT.

